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PART I. 



Pantomime and Posing Serial 



By HOWELL L. FINER 



Werners 
Readings and Recitations 

No. 23 



PANTOMIME AND POSING SERIAL. 



ANY number of persons may take part in this series of 
poses. They may be given as pure pantomime or they 
may have a reader, the words being read for each position ; 
or they may have just music alone, the participants keeping 
their own count of time. The name of the sentiment or pas- 
sion is given before each wording, and the figure witli the 
name indicates the number of counts to be given to the atti- 
tude. Waltz time is preferred. Any good waltz where the 
accent is clear and easy will do. Some portions of the music 
should be faster than others, according to the law of velocity. 
Costumes are left to the judgment of the teacher. The reader 
may simply announce the name of the sentiment or passion^ 
instead of reading the corresponding words. 

This serial will be found a most charming drill for beaufy 
and grace of motion, and will improve the manner and move- 
ments of every participant. It is also fine practice for facial 
flexibility and for quickness of transposition in facial expres* 
sion, as well as for accuracy and promptness in facial move* 
ment. An excellent mode of drilling in private is to have 
the pupils repeat aloud the words belonging to each position, 
in the full appropriate voice. This may be omitted before 
the public. Thus, it will be an all-round training in voice, 
speech and gesture. Let every teacher who would advance 
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his or her class make good use of this drill. It will give 
tmconsciotcs development. The poses may be divided into 
several series, at the option of the teacher. 

In all of these poses let accuracy of expression and quick- 
ness and perfectness of transition be kept in mind. Omit any 
not well done. Practice will bring good results. Let there 
be smooth, flowing movements wherever possible. Do not 
be afraid of ugly faces; they will not "stick." A flexible 
face is a fortune. Good results are guaranteed from resolute 
and continued drill in this series of attitudes. The pupil 
may do much alone. It is commended to every pupil who 
wishes grace and ease of movement and flexible facial muscles. 

For the sake of brevity the following abbreviations have 
been made : W. for weight ; R. for right hand or right side ; 
L. for left hand or left side ; F. for front ; D. for descend- 
ing; A. for ascending; O. for oblique ; Adv. for advanced ; 
Ret. for retired ; P. for prone ; S. for supine ; V. for ver- 
tical ; B. for backward ; C. for clenched ; H. for horizontal ; 
Z. for zenith; I. for index; Lat. for lateral; 0pp. for oppo- 
sition; Prep, for preparation; Imp. for impulse; Gest, for 
gesture. 

1. SALUTATION. 4. 

^'AU hail^ ye sires and sons of liberty ^ all haUP^ 

From normal put W. on E. Adv., arms extending A. S. F., 
face pleasant, eyes just over audience, L. knee bent 
slightly and hanging free, L. heel a little off floor, arras 
nearly straight, Prep, being made before any word is 
spoken, the Imp. on ''hail," then longer Prep, toward 
upper chest, and stroke out and up to A. O. S. and a. 
little lower than the preceding Gest. 

% WELOOHE. 4. 

' ' We welcome you to scenes of mirth, " 

Gest. S. F. middle lines, Ret. "W. to R. , slight courtesy, face 
brilliant, arms bent more at elbows, eyes on audience. 
Watch 0pp. in all changes. 
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8. COURTESY. 4. 

^^ And — to — our— friendship.** 

Continue courtesy, rather low, slowly, words spoken boldly 
yet softly and slowly, hands coming to upper chest, 
where they cross, the chin coming down almost or quite 
to them, palms next the body, face bland, and eyes fall- 
ing to floor next feet, the W. going slowly and simul- 
taneously to L. Ret. 

4. PETITION. 4. 

'' Give tea this day our daily Iread.** 

W. to R. Adv., arms A. O. S., nearly Z., L. knee free, and 
heel slightly off floor, attitude of rest, face up with 
pleading, worshipful expression. 

5. RESIGNATION. 4. 

^^ Nevertheless^ not my will hut thine he done.** 

Ret. R. with W. , L. straight, body bent down toward the 
R. O. D., hands clasped low in F., shoulders slightly 
raised and forward, face slowly moved to D. O. R., ex- 
pression that of resignation and gloom. 

6. EXPECTANCY. 4. 

^^ Hush^ nightingale^ hush! sweet nightingale^ wa4,t.** 

W. to R. Adv., R. arm V. to R. A. O., palm toward face 
and near ear, the L. to D. O. B. in 0pp. , face with ex- 
pression of expectancy and interest, to L. A. O., lips 
apart, motions smooth and flowing. 

7. LISTENING. 4. 

*' Till I listen^ and hear if a step draweth near^ 
For my love — he is late," 

Slowly change W. to L. Lat. and let R. go to D. O. B. and 
L. to same position R. has just had, the face going to R. 
A. O. In other words, you take the same position on 
reverse side, letting the arms go very smoothly. As one 
goes down and the other up, they will be both H. at 
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same time, the E. passing downr and the L. passing 
up. It is a beautiful transition. The lips continue 
apart and the face is listening, eyes well open. 

S LOOKIVG. 4 

^^ You glowworms J shine out, and the pathway discover 
2o him that comes darkling along the rough steep^ 

W. to L. 0. Ret., R. shading eyes, or half shading them 
at a distance of a foot or more to R. 0. H. , expres- 
sion one of looking into the darkness, but not too 
intense. The L. may be akimbo or at side. 

9 HAPPY BEALIZATIOV OB DISCOVEBY. 4 

** He comes ^ — my young lover ^ — he com^s ! " 

Face blissfully happy, looking to R. 0. H. , arms thrown 
out H. S., W. swayed to R. Adv., without moving 
feet. Then slowly retire to L. without moving feet, 
bringing palms together, and bringing finger-tips to 
lips, fingers V. , face lowering a little, eyes straight 
upon approaching lover, face expressive of a little 
secrecy, mingled with joy, stealth and love. The 
eyes will be looking out from under the dropped 
brows somewhat, and finger-tips will touch the 
teeth. Put a little coyness into the expression and 

the action. 

10 PEEBIHG. 4 

' ' He is going from me — 

Ah ! he is getting into a 6oaf." 

W. to R. Adv., without moving feet, the body facing 
R. 0., R. shading the eyes, face intently peering 
into the darkness as if it is somewhat difficult to 
penetrate the night, L. in opp. to D. 0. B., or L. 
palm on upper chest, body slightly stooped forward. 
Give little Imp. to body on second line. 

''And now he ha^ pushed off into the darkness.^^ 

Merely intensify the action in the preceding, giving the 
body a slight swing to R., preserving poise on 
*^And now." 
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It. DISCONSOLATION. 4. 

' ' FoTBoken — hy — Mm, 

Clasp the hands, fingers interlocked, and bring them up to L. 
ear, palms together close, the side of face resting against 
hack of R. hand, W. to L. Ret. Without moving feet, 
twist body round to L. O. , face up and with expression 
of despair. 

13. DESPONDENCY. 4. 

** By the one living thing that clung to me when the storm had 
stripped my life! " 

Face full of grief, body slowly coming down, hands also 
down to low F. , L. knee bent, shoulders up a little and 
forward, head almost dropped, action lifeless. 

18. PLEADING. 4. 

** Could you come back to me, Douglas^ 
In the old likeness that I knew. " 

W. to R. O. Adv., body facing R. O., arms extended S. H., 
L. knee free, hip thrown well forward, upper zone in- 
clined backward, head forward, face slightly down, eyes 
looking out from under depressed forehead, face plead- 
ing, tender and full of love, movements slow and flow- 
ing, eyes a little sleepy. 

14. VOWING. 4. 

**I would be so faithful and loving y Douglas ^ 
Douglas^ Douglas j tender and true.^* 

W. to L. Ret. , the arms first going out wider as the face goes 
upward, the head shaking slightly. Then the arms come 
slowly to upper chest as head moves down to meet 
them, hands folded across chest, expression of face that 
of love and earnestness, eyes looking out under brows. 

15. SUPERCILIOUSNESS. 4. 

^^ I don't care whether you ever come hack or notP^ 
Arms folded, body turned to L. O. ^ face over R. shoulder. 
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head thrown back, W. on L., both knees strong, face 
fnll of indifference and haughtiness. Close this in po- 
sition described, head thrown back and chin or lower 
face thrust forward at the object to R. O. H, , lips firm, 
yet pouting and haughty. 

10. TAUNTING. 4. 

^^I didnH looye you^ any way P^ 

Same position, all the action intensified. Slii^litly twist the 
body to L., eyes to R. O, on person addressed, a little 
disgust and scorn and sauciness in face. 

17. ARROGANCE. 4. 

^^ There are just as good fish in the sea as ever were caught,** 

Same position, but let the head do the gesturing, rodding 
forward a little to R. and a little to L. alternately, let- 
ting the Imp. fall on the important words and the head 
move in time to the spoken words. Then toss the head 
back saucily and hold till the time or counts expire. 

18. VANITY. 4. 

"/am one of the elite of sO'd-e-iy.'^* 

W. to R. Ret. with bow, hands S. D. O. or catching and 
spreading skirts, proud, scornful smile on face. Then 
stand straight, looking haughty, body L. O. , face R. O. 

19. HAUGHTY PRIDE. 4. 

''One of the ^F, F. V.'s,' ^f you please ! '' 

Bow low again, Ret. W. to L. Then stand straight, 
head thrown back in a saucy way, arms akimbo, 
looking to R. O., the body facing L. O., and hold 
till time expires. Face should show slight scorn and 
disdain, with evident smile of satisfaction and self- 
importance. 

20. MERRIMENT. 4. 

**// was such a funny story, T wish you could have heard it^ 
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its beginning was a laughing and its ending was a ha-ha-hay 
ha-ha-ha-ha I " 

W. quickly to R. Adv. Shrug shoulders. Strike E. fist 
in L. palm in F., face F. and very merry, eyes to 
R. O. in brimful glee, mouth open, teeth showing, 
head shaking slightly as if telling something almost too 
good for mortal ears. Laugh outright on the ' ' ha- 
ha's." 

21. HORROR. 4. 
* ^JBts gloating eyes devov/red me, ' ' 

W, quickly to L. O. Ret., wide, face quick transformation 
to horror, eyes to R. O., R. hand extended Y. to R.O., 
fingers apart and slighty clutching, arm nearly straight, 
L. hand with its back to right side of face between the 
face and other hand, and just low enough that the 
reciter may look over the finger-tips to R. O. H, 

22. SHUDDERING. 4. 
' ' Ugh ! I feel their horror stUl. ' ' 

Lips quivering and voice broken on " Ugh ! " Same general 
position and facial expression, only itensified. Clench 
hands and turn face and body slightly away to L. O. 
after ^' Ugh !" and hold it for a moment. 

28. EARNESTNESS. 4. 

^^He mxyoedy 

Quick to R. O. with face and body, the clenched hands 
coming down to sides, the W. quickly to R. O. Adv., 
R. knee bent, the L. and rear knee straight, the body 
thrown well forward, chest well Adv., face firm and 
determined, eyes straight ahead to R. O. Hold with 
firmness. 

24. FIERCE RESOLUTION. 4. 

"-4wd then — I stopped — him with an outraged woman^s will! " 

Ab the reader utters ''then," step forward on line toward 
the R. O. with L. foot, and then step again as the word 
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'' stopped" is tittered, the hands still clenched, bringing 
theE. C. to high A. E. O., the L. C. going to D.O.B. 
in 0pp. J the face very fierce, and all held well. 

35. ASTONISHMENT. 4. 

** Lady Clare, you shame your worth! 
Why come you dressed like a village maidy 
2'hai are the flower of earth f " 

On the first line quickly lift W. on balls of feet and turn to 
L. O., which will leave W. on E. Eet., face changed to 
astonishment of a somewhat unpleasant sort, eyes wide 
open, mouth open, hands thrown up to H. O. V., fin- 
gers pointing up, arms bent at elbows, palms out; then 
slight Prep., turn hands S. and carry them to D. O. S., 
brows up and face interrogatory. On last line, give 
slight Prep, and carry both to H. Lat. , proud smile on 
face. 

26. POUTING. 8. 

** I want you f let me *lone naow. Always pickin^ at me. I 
tell ma what you said, too ! '* 

Stand in widths, feet well apart, body twisting peevishly, lips 
protruding, brows clouded, eyes leering back and forth 
from D. F. to E. O., hands down at sides, arms very 
lifeless and free to move with the twisting of the body, 
shoulders shrugging. Mingle a little hate with facial ex- 
pression and intensify the expression with each sentence. 

27. DELIGHT. 4. 
'' Ohf isnH that a pretty 'picture ! " 

Quick transition, W. quickly to E. Adv., face full of delight. 
Make change while inhaling through the mouth as if the 
word ''oh" were a whispered inhalation of surprise 
and pleasure. Throw E. hand out to H. F. or A. F. 
and V. , finger-tips up, the L. going to D. O. B. in 0pp. 
Look at some picture a little above H. F. , the chin being 
elevated a trifie. 
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28. CALM DEFIANCE. 8. 

" Ye call me chiefs and ye do well to call him chief who for 
twelve long years has met upon the arena every shape of man or 
beast the broad Empire of Rome could furnish^ and who never yet 
lowered his arm." 

W. to L. Ret. , without moving the feet, the body twisted to 
L. O. , the face to R. O. over R. shoulder, arms folded 
but keeping the fingers out of sight, face defiant and 
firm, both knees straight and firm, chest well up, chin 
back so that the back of the neck will be bulged back- 
ward, eyes open somewhat more than normal and very 
firm and hard. 

29. SECRET DIVERSION. 4. 

* ' Who is tha^ dude over there ? ' ' 

Turn body, facing to L. Lat. Act as if dude was in audi- 
ence, that is, to R. Lat, as you are now standing. Glance 
toward the dude in a secret sort of way. Use R. hand 
for Gest. , closing or half closing the hand and using 
thumb for index. Then look at the person in front of 
you and hold, the face being full of mischief and chuck- 
ling smiles. 

»0. SECRET WATCHINfl. 4. 

Grlance stealthily at the dude to R., giving significant toss of 
R., first toward the person in front of you, to attract 
his attention and then out toward the dude, exchanging 
glances with your friend and feeling much amused at 
the picture. A slight chuch le or snicker, the shoulders 
shrugging, would add effect. 

^1- SECRET LAUGHTER. 4. 

^^Did you see that — speckled necktie — and those striped panta- 
loons — and smell that — hair-oil," 

fiame general action, snickering at the points marked bj 
dashes. The performance may be closed by pointing in 
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same general style at the dade and exhibiting great joy 

at the sight. 

•3. BODILY PAIN. 4. 

'^Oh ! You mashed my Jmger ! Oh ! JT-m-m / " 

L. forefinger badly hurt, grasp it with R. hand quickly, face 
turned to pain. Be careful to distinguish between bodily 
and mental pain, the physical being what is desired here. 
Turn to F., Ret. W. to R. Use the groan of <* M-m- 
m 1" Move the body up and down or to and fro. 

88. CHILDISH JOY. 4 

**0A, I got a nickel — nickel — nickel! 
Go buy me some can-dy .''* 

Quickly Adv. to R. O. with W., the R. hand going high to 
R. A. O.j shaking the nickel and looking at it with ec- 
stasy, almost dancing, face up, and making any childisb- 
movements desired. 

84. CHILDISH GRIEF. 4 

** OA, / dropped my nickel through the crack, I never will se^ 
my pretty money any more I " 

Quickly go from joy to grief, dropping the nickel and- 
quickly going down for it either to knees or bending.^ 
Show childish mental pain, hands clasped and wrung. 

86. SEARCHING. 4. 

' 'Somshody*s talkviig ! Who was that f ' ' 

W. to R. Adv., R. hand raised half V., half P. over audi- 
ence as if to quiet the talking, looking about to discover' 
the talker, mouth slightly open. 

86. DISCOVERY. 4. 

' ^Here he is, right here ! ' ' 

"With R. I. point to some individual, real or imagined, in 
audience, eyes slightly closed as in intense consideration. 
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87. REASSURANCE. 4. 

"OA, you need/rCt shake your head; I saw you! " 

Bring R. I. up near face and shake it as if in warning, the 
face turned slightly L. O. so that the eyes may look 
somewhat askant at the person. 

38. COMMAND. 4. 

''Go!'' 

W. to R. Ret., R. hand dropped, L. making quick but 
powerful Prep, near to upper chest, and then thrust out 
to L. O. riT Lat., face kept on the person except to 
glance at the imagined door during Prep. Hold the 
attitude well and strong. A somewhat different mean- 
ing may be given here by placing R. akimbo and toss- 
ing the head back defiantly and saucily, with scornful 
smile, face held proudly commanding. 

89. AMUSEMENT. 4. 

''If his hair isn't pa/rted in the middle! " 

Ret. to L., facing F., and throw hands up to H. O. Y., head 
going back, expression of face that of great astonish- 
ment and amusement. 

40. INTERRO&ATION. 4 

" Do you ask how Hive in that valley f " 

W. to R. Adv., without moving the feet, hands D. O. S., 
head somewhat inclined to R. and down, brows up a 
little, whole expression one of interrogation, 

41. GLOOM. 4. 

" I weep." 

Same position, body swayed well forward, face down with 
dejection and languor, eyes looking out in F. from un- 
der depressed brows. The hands may be clasped low in 
F. 
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42 DREAMING. 4. 

And I dream.*' 



• k 



Same position, face up, head somewhat back to L. O. B., 
eyes to K. A. O., far-away look in eyes, face a little 
brighter. 

43. PRAYER. 4. 
'^ And I pray, ^"^ 

Face to A. F., expression of face brighter still, trustful and 
worshipful. 

44. HAPPY FAITH. 4. 

^^And my tears are as sweet as the dewdrops 
That fall on the roses in May,^* 

Same position, face very bright and happy, its expression 
peeping through one of sorrow, This pose will be very 
artistic if well done. The shoulders may shrug a little. 

45. ATTENTION. 4. 

*^Be quiet y please y that toe may hear. It is very important 
that we lose not a word. " 

This differs from 35, in which searching is the prominent 
idea. Here it is a command. W. to R. Adv., R. to 
H. F., hand Y., palm F., face expressive of earnest 
listening, mouth expressive of abandon. Intensify the 
entire expression on second sentence. 

46. SATISFACTION. 4. 

' ' ' Tis sweet to know that God will answer prayer. ' ' 

Arms folded, W. to R. Ret., face up in reflection, which 
closes eyes somewhat as in intense consideration, expres- 
sion of face worshipful, with liint of smile. 

47. VERDANCY. 8. 

" Welly hain*t this er mighty monsVus big buildin! And that 
chanticleer y hiVs got er thousand candles ef hit's got one. Dear 
SuZy do jes^ look away up thar in the tip-top o* the house ! Did 
ye ever see ^ich er sight 6* people f** 
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Stand in breadths, energy paralyzed, lower jaw dropped anJ 
devitalized, tongue slightly showing, mouth fairly wide 
open, eyes wandering about as if reading the shop-signs. 
Look as *' green" as possible. You may point to the 
chanticleer if you like, and look about as if communi- 
cating with friends. 

48. WARNING. 4. 

**/ warn you once again and finally : Beware I You littU 
dream the consequence,^'* 

W. to O. L. B. , face to R. O. , I. held up in a warning way, 
face turned a little to L. so that eyes may look oblique 
when falling on the person at R. O., R. eye drawn half 
shut, face firm. 

49. THREATENING. 4. 

' ^ If thou dost slander her aiid torture me^ never pray more. ' ' 

W. to R. O. Adv., right knee bent, other knee straight, R. 
to A. O., L. to D. O. B. C, face fierce and slightly 
below H., brows knit together. 

50. SHOUTING. 4. 

'' Hey ! John ! Ho, there P' 

"W, to L. Ret, Look off to R. O. some distance, mouth 
open, R. extended in that direction, A. P., Imp, on 
<*Ho, there!" 

51. BECKONING. 4. 

* * This way ! Come here .'" 

Beckon with R. S. and Y., giving becks with head also. 
Smile. 

52. DEFENSE. 4. 

** What, you defy me ! " 

W, to L. Ret., body twisted to L. O., R. C. on upper 
chest, the elbow well out and up to H. , the L. C, to 
D, O. B. , face fierce and over R. elbow, the brows 
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down and firm, the upper lid beating hard up against 
the brow,eye8 open as wide as the firm brow will admit, 
both lower limbs straight, chin pressed back so as to 
bulge the back of the neck, edge of K. hand to F. 

58. CONDEMNING. 4. 

^'To thy kneeSj and ctoajoI for pardon ! " 

Same position of feet and lower limbs, L. C. as before, R. I. 
to D. O. P. , chin up, face resolute, muscles of R. arm 
rigid in firmness. 

S4. BLANDNESS. 4. 

'^AUow me to assist you to your feety 

W. to R. O. without removing the feet, the middle zone 
thrown well to R. O. , and the upper back in 0pp. , the 
face inclined to L. , the chin extended toward the person 
in R. O , face smiling blandly, R. S. to R. O. toward the 
person, the L. S. in the same direction, but not so far. 
The actor may stoop forward if preferred, 

65. REFLECTION. 8. 

^^ I stood on the bridge at midnight^ 

As the clocks were striking the hour^ 
And the moon rose o'er the city^ 

Behind the dark church tower. 
And I think how many thousands 

Of care-encumbered men — 
Each bearing his burden of sorrow — 

Have crossed the bridge since then.^^ 

W. to R. Ret., arms folded on upper chest, head inclined 
to R. O. B., face a little to L. A. O., eyes somewhat 
closed as if in deep thought, face serious, bordering on 
sorrow. 

56. ABJEOT FEAR. 4. 

^^By hea/ven^ you do me wrong ! *' 

Drop suddenly on R. knee, body facing L. O., the R. 
clutching, going up above the R. of face and eight or 
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ten inches from it, the L. same but near the face, with 
its back close to K. of face, the body inclined to L., the 
head twisted round and looking up to R. O. A., the ex- 
pression one of great fear, as if a heavy blow was about 
to fall upon you, and you look, horror-stricken^ at the 
person about to give it. 

57. PROSTRATION. 4. 

''(9 God^ this cross is greater them I can hear! " 

Slowly lower arms, fold them on the L. knee, and bury the 
face in them, face expressing great sorrow while going 
down slowly. 

68. COAXING. 4. 

^^Come ouy baby. Oome to me, won*t youf Thafs right; 
come on!** 

Raise body to upright position. Extend both arms tc H. F. 
S. (which will be oblique to stage, that is, will be L. O. 
to stage), and coax an imaginary baby to you, smiling, 
working lips and brows significantly, also fingers, chin 
first drawn in and then extended as in coaxing. Toward 
the close of the words, which should be read in distinct 
sections, with intervals between, appear to recognize 
that the child does come to you, and then take it and 
caress it. 

59. CARESSING. 4. 

**0A, you sweet little thing ! I* II just bite you — and squeeze 
you hard!** 

It seems almost useless to try to explain how this should be 
done, as every girl knows how she would love the child 
"nearly to death." Act it out naturally, with some 
changes, suiting the action to the word on " bite " and 
*' squeeze." It will take well, if well done. 

60. PUTTING TO SLEEP. 4. 

'^Dar nowy go Hong hcu^k to sleep on mammy s litUe hed.^* 
Put the baby down tenderly, to R. O. 
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61. "SHOO!" 8. 

^^Shoo^ shoOy sfioo ! Shoo J IV V hahy^ shooP^ 

Hum a sort of tune or croon an improvised air, the hands P. 
waving about over the child, the head going from side 
to side and back and forth. 

62. " S-SH I " 4. 

Someone on R. O. B. has disturbed the child with a noise, 
and you should look in that direction, the E. P. going 
that way, the L. P. still over the child, the face clouded 
and warning, eyes little more oblique than face, so that 
they are askant. 

68. CHILDISH SLEEPINESS. a 

'' Now I lay me down to sleep ^ 
I pray — the — Lord — my — soul — to — keep. 
If — I — should — die — before — / — wake^ — 
I-— pray — the — Lord — my — soul — to — take, " 

Let this be read in a broken, sleepy, lubbei y way, getting 
more and more sleepy as you near the close, where the 
words should be scarcely intelligible. The pantomimist 
should first fold the hands as in prayer, face up, then 
evidence sleepiness more and more, gradually letting 
head fall against hands, and then hands and all come down 
on upper chest or on L. knee. Have complete relaxation 
in face and hands, the arms vitalized just enough to hold 
you in place. Face should be in full view. 

64. JEALOUSY. 8. 

*' They tell me I am jealous; and well 1 may he^for^ if my 
eyes he true^ they now behold a sight which stirs my jealous rage. 
Cooing like two turtle-doves when I'm away^ and yet affirming 
love for me. deep- dyed hypocrisy ^ revenge is sweet I " 

Rise, step to R. O. with W. to R., which is much bent, the 
L. straight and firm, the body slightly facing R, O., 
body much inclined to R. O., both hands C, the R. 
brought up with thumb next the body near the R. lower 
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chest, the L. C. to D. O. B., the face looking to L. Lat., 
eyes leering, brows clouded, very firm and somewhat 
down, the lids beating up against them, the eyes burning, 
penetrating and looking right at something about twenty 
feet away. It will m^e a good picture. 

65. STARTLING. 4. 

^^ Ha! WJiat strange noise was that? My nerves are sensi- 
tive to-night.*^ 

Quickly throw W. to L. O. B. Turn to E. O., looking in 
that direction and retaining hands about as before. 
Open lips and listen. Eemove much of the bard ex- 
pression on face, and hold, looking apprehensive. 

M. REASSURED JEALOUSY. 4. 

" It is — it is the cavse^ my soul! " 

Same position and action throughout as in 64, only intensi- 
fied. 

67. ALARM. 4. 

** Ha ! That sound o^aAn, It hodes me da/nger ! " 
Same as 65, only intensified. 
6a IMPRECATION. 8. 

**May the curses of the eternal gods, like the withering blast of 
dooniy hurst upon your blackened soul and sink you to the bottom- 
less abyss. Had I the power I would bury you alivCy you craven- 
hearted wretch, " 

W. to R. O. Adv., knee bent and strong, other limb straight 
and firm, body inclined much to R. O., hands clutching, 
the R. over and in F. of head, L. to D. O. B., face 
wild, fierce, cruel, teeth showing in a grin of hor- 
ror, brows down hard, lids up against them firmly, lips 
forced apart in middle, eyes burning. Look at some 
imaginary person. 

6». CONFESSION. 8. 

" Why^ no, I wouldn't do anything of the kind. I was merely 
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jesting. In fact ^ I tons in the very best ofhumor with you. It 
was only a practical joke; that was alV^ 

W. to R. Ret., then to L. Ket., both hands D. O. S. low, 
head inclined to one side, face radiant, compromising, 
bland and smiling brightly. Bow on each Ret. 

70. REVERENCE. 4. 

" Just are Thy ways^ HeoAien P^ 

W. to R. Adv. and then to L. Adv. and hold, chest well up, 
L. limb firm and straight, R. relaxed, face up and wor- 
shipful, both hands to D. O. P. B. 

71. HOPELESSNESS. 4. 

'' Fa/rewell ! A tongfa/rewelZ to all my grecnt/ness .'" 

W. to R. Lat. , hip swayed well to R. and body inclined to 
L. in 0pp. , head inclined over R. with R. hand P. over 
the head and upon it, the L. half clutching to D. Lat. 
or D. O. or moving slowly about, the face to A. O. X., 
eyes drooped and whole expression one of despair. 

72. PLAYFUL DETECTION. 4. 

" you little rascaly I have caught you at last. It was a 
nice game you played^ but my sleepless eyes have found you oui^ 

W. to L., R. brought up between face and R.O., face looking 
quickly to R. O,, the R. index held up, eyes slightly O., 
L. to D, O. or D. Lat. P., face expressive of having 
discovered some little miscreant in his schemes. Head 
may shake a little, or R. I. may do so. 

78. AVARICE. 8. 

*' Ohy my precious ducats ! My bright yellow gold! My shin- 
ing silver! I love you better than I love the society of men. 
You shall be my only companions. *' ^ i 

"W. to R. Adv. narrow, shoulders up and forward, chin pro- 
jecting, head sunk into shoulders, eyes leering to D. O. 
L. somewhat, R. clutching and rubbing L. fist on upper 
chest, mouth puckered, whole countenance drawn in to 
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common centre, brows down, lips protruding a little, 
face expressive of avarice. 

74. SARCASM. 4. 

'' Oh, tell him I fear the frozen dew, little hrother !'' 

W. to L. Ret., face to R. O., its expression sarcastic, head 
tossed backward, chin slightly up and protruded, skirts 
drawn back with both hands delicately. 

75. LOVING ENTREATY. 4. 

** my precious one^ come to me, wonH you 9 Please ! 
! Please!'' 



W. to R. narrow, hands F. S. H., face expressing dreamy 
love and pleading, eyes sleepy, head inclined to F. Make 
little beckoning motions with hands and move head up 
and down pleadingly. Lips may move as if saying 
"please." 

76. THE MEETING. 4. 

* ' Fullest hearts speak no words .^ " 

Stand as before. Throw hands up in momentary joy, then 
throw arms around his neck, inclining head on his 
shoulder, face to A. O. L. , smiling sweetly, 

77. REMORSE. 8. 

" The die is cast! Alas, it is too late! Pdgive the world to 
call lack ohe short hour, Conscience, Conscience, staring at 
me everytohere ! " 

Fold fingers. Throw head back in total despair, hands com- 
ing slowly down to F. low, then retire W. to R. and 
bring head down on chest. 

78. HATRED. 4. 

" Thou treacherous villain ! Thou despicable cur ! And must 
I hate thee and despise thee, too?*' 

W. to L. Ret., R. C. against lower R. chest, torso 
twisted to L. O., eyes to R. O., face expressing hatred 
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and aggression, L. C. at L. side at the hip, head inclined 
to L., eyes oMique, brows down hard, lids up hard, cor- 
ners down and firm. 

79. INFERIORITY. 4. 

"jJ^ good master^ your sla/ve a/waits your ordera,"^^ 

W. centred and narrow, hands at sides, palms in, arms 
straight, chin slightly drawn in, face down, eyes for- 
ward, face expressive of insubordination. 

80. DETERMINATION. 4. 

^^Fire com not ala/y it; it shall thrive^ little hrotKerP^ 

W. to R. O. Adv., R. Y. to Z., I. somewhat straighter than 
others, little finger next, L. C. at side, baik of hand to 
F., face, lips and eyes firm, brows a little down and lids 
slightly up, but both firm. Imp. may come on ' 'thrive. '^ 

81. GUILT. 4. 

*'i/y humiliation is greater than I can bear. My sentence is 
just. My pride is forever humbled, ** 

W. on both feet and narrow, hands behind the body, face low 
in shame. 

82. CONCEIT. 4. 

** Why^ sir, I am no plebeian. My veins are blue with the 
blood of a rare old aristocracy whose virtues and excellencies all 
culminate in me, " 

W. to L. Ret., thumbs in armpits, chin well up, head inclined 
to L. O. B., face to R. O. Stand proudly, disdainful 
expression on face, bearing self-important and haughty. 

88. RLESSING. 4. 

^^ Zie ligkH/y on her^ Ea/rth j her step was light on thee,'*^ 

Stand to F. on R., both hands P. and brought to H. O. or 
H. F., elbows bent well, and arms sent out to F. gently, 
face slightly saddened. Let wrists have free action. 
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84. DISGUISE. 4. 

* */ must not he seen. He would know my face at a glance^ and 
then expose me, " 

W. to R. Ret. , face hidden behind R. forearm, which is up 
high as if to shield from an observer on R. O. Then 
turn body to L. O., face still farther round, fists may be 
loosely closed, the L. at side. The face may peep over 
the R. arm near the close of sentence. 

85. DOUBT. 4. 

*^ Really^ I do not know whether to go or to stay. He expects 
me to answer Am, a7id I must decide quickly.*^ 

Stand in lengths, W. equally on both feet, L. up to mouth, 
the L. I. with its back diagonally across lips, face a little 
R. O., L. P. to D. O. B., facial expression that of hesi- 
tation and study, eyes on floor ten feet F. 

86. THINKING. 4. 

^^If I should gOy and lie should accept the offer ^ I should make 
$5,000. " 

W. slowly to R. Adv., R. finger-tips to R. temple, face 
more thoughtful. To avoid mechanical appearance, do 
not hold I. set against temple but gently rub end of I. 
about over temple. 

87. DECISION. 4. 
''I'Ugor' 

W. same, R. C. thrown out to F., level with head and then 
to R. O., face to F. and firm, the mind being made up 
thoroughly, L. C. at side. 

88. ' DECISION REAFFIRMED. 4. 

*'/7? he there on time, and drive the hest bargain of my life," 

Strike R. fist in L. palm on level with chest, the face going 
to R. O., and hold with double assurance. W. may be 
to L. Ret. 
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89. AFFINITY. 4. 

'* Why^ here is John ! Bless his dear old soul ! " 

W. to R, O. Adv., arms •itended parallel R. O., hands S., 
face bright and happy, as if meeting a dear friend or 
lover or husband, head inclined to R. and a little down. 

90. SANCTIMONIOUSNESS. 8. 

*' / am the most pious individual m all this world. I am sat- 
isfied there is not another person in the State half so righteous as 
I. In fact y I doubt if there is such another in piety on this globe. 
I thank Ood I am not like other men. " 

W. centred, hands down, shoulders stooped, brows high, 
upper lids drooped, jaw totally relaxed, lips together, 
corners down firm, teeth wide apart, general woe-begone 
expression, 

91. REPROACH. 4. 

^^ The contemptible old scoundrel! He ought to be hung for 
lying. *^ 

W. to L. narrow, reproachful smile to R. O., lips pouty, 
arms loosely folded, eyes slightly oblique. 

92. CARESSING A BIRD. 8. 

** Poor bird! In the storm of death and windy 

Did some hand outstretch to thee 
To bring thee safe through the maddened skies 

On a message of love to me f* 

W. to R. narrow, R. enclosing and petting bird in L. on 
chest, lips close to hands. Twist torso back and forth 
as if to aid the caressing. Eyes open and close gently, 

98. TRUST. 4. 

*' If Ood will care for a bird like this, 
I trust Him; He cares for us.*^ 

W. same, hands same but firmly together and high against 
the chest, elbows well out and up, face up and trustful. 
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M. ANXIOUS PLEADING. 8. 

** OA, do not leave me! Be my own Parthenia! 

Thou canst not doubt me; thou didst thyself tell me 

True love is gentle^ meek^ unselfish^ tender. 

Parthenia, couldst thou see this heart — 

Ohf 1 will hold thee with as tender bonds 

As thine own hands the wreath thou weavest.^' 

Kneel to L. O. on R., the hands S. going to L. A, O., face 
earnestly pleading mingled with anxiety and love, — 
mental, not physical, expression. This may be given 
standing quite as well. 

95. COURAGE. i. 

**/ will not surrender you all. I will answer with mine 
honor!** 

Rise on R, and qnickly transfer W. to L. O. Ret., body fa- 
cing L. O., face to R. O. H., R. C. at chest, R. O., L. 
C. to D. O. B., face fierce and determined, both limbs 
straight. On second sentence, let face lose some of its 
fierceness and take on more determination, the R. open- 
ing and going to Z. V., I. half pointing up. 

96. UNOONTROLLABLE LAUGHTER. 4. 

" I am really sorry ^ sir, but I could not help — ha-ha-ha-ha! 
You see when I saw your feet fly out from under you — ha-ha-ha- 
ha! I hope you will pardon — ha-ha ha-ha ! But really you roll 
down hill beautifully — ha-ha-ha-ha ! " 

This laughing may be done while the reader is reading, the 
reader pausing for the laughter. Let the reader show 
much of the " uncontrollable " spirit also. 

97. OPEN DEFIANCE. 4. 
'' A cry of dejicmce cmd not of fear ! '* 

Stand on R. Adv. and well forward, the L. firm, R. C. to R. 
A. O. or R. Z., the L. C. to D. O. B., face defiant and 
firm, eyes and face to R. O. 
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98. FRIGHT. 4. 

* * Mer-r-cy on us ! Wha-at is that f My old friend* s gho-ost! 
heavens, don^i come any nea-r-er!^* 

W. to L. Eet. wide, horrified expression around mouth, fore- 
head disturbed, lids full of excitement, face to R. O., 
body twisted somewhat to L. O., shoulders up, hands 
clutching at neck and jaws, little Imp. on the broken 
words, moving away or shuddering each time. 

99. RAPTURE. 4. 

*' To-morrow* II be the happiest time 
Of all the glad New-year.^* 

W. to R. Ret., both hands thrown up Y., palms F., I. 
prominent, face up to A. F., whole face radiant with 
joy, and whole action jubilant. 

100. CHALLENGE. 4. - 

^^ I tell ye aU: I am your better^ i/roAtors as ye a/re ! " 

W. to L. Ret. , R. C. to R. O. H. about one foot from body, 
and L. C. to D. O. B., eyes over R. forearm, face de- 
fiant, both limbs straight. 

101. AGONIZING LOVE. 8. 
'*/2; *oo happy y Httle Ootsy Wootsy? 

^^Ohy so happy. Iz Topsy Nopsy happy, too? 
^*0h, so happy! 

** What would Topsy Nopsy do if ^ ere was no Httle Ootsy Wootsy 
in '0 wide, wide wor-rld? " 

W. alternating at each quotation, in widths. Head to R. and 
L., alternately, in great demonstration of agonizing love. 
Make it intensely lovesick. Look down on her for him^ 
and up at him for her. He is to be on one side, and 
she on the other. Have the expression of eyes sleepy 
and dreamy and movements languid and smooth. A lit- 
tle affectation would be well. 

102. STERNNESS. 4. 

' * Topsy Nopsy would be courtinff some other girl — that*^ 
what !*' 
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Stand with body facing L. Lat., face to F., head bowed 
slightly, eyes somewhat oblique, face stern. R. arm 
may be thrown across the back, lips pouting. 

IW. STEALTH. 8. 

^* Ahf AsUep ! As I live^ asleep ! He dreams of peace and 
securiiy ! His eyes have closed upon this world for the last time. 
Ten fedt more and I shall he upon him. Sleep well, for when you 
nwake you will be in eternity ! " 

During the action, step twice toward R; O,, but very slowly 
and stealthily, body crouching, shoulders slightly up, R. 
P. clutching in F. of chest, L. clutching at D. O. or 
Lat Near the close the R. may come down to L. belt 
as if to take bold of dagger handle there, and L. goes 
farther out and up. Eyes are penetrating, stealthy, and 
fierce. Let last action or attitude be suggestive of a fi- 
nal plunge toward the victim. 

104. GROWL. 4. 

'^ O-r-r'T-r-r'T ! ** 

Jump, stamp foot heavily, and utter a fierce, guttural growl, 
and hold. Face should be very stern, teeth showing, if 
desired. 

105. ECSTASY. 4. 

" At last the hour is come ! Once more I movcy I livCy I breathe ! 
strange and sad and mad delight! I live! I live! 
Hive!'' 

W. on R. Adv., ecstatic gaze straight forward, mouth ex- 
pressing abandon, nose, brows, and forehead calmness, 
lids full of excitement. Eyes open wide, R. P. ex- 
tended to F. H. and L. to D. O. B. The position 
should be constantly changing, as it will render the pose 
more beautiful. 

106. PATRIOTIC EXULTATION. 8. 

** Never shall shame or misfortune attend it^ 
Enmity stilly or treachery rend it. 
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While but a man is alive to defend it — 

Flag of the rainbow and banner of the stars ! " 

W. to E. O. Adv. Slowly bring E. 0. to E. O. Z. , during 
first three lines, and then let it drop to near shoulder on 
'' while but," and then strike out to Z. again and hold, 
face firm and whole action exalted. 

107. BASHFULNESS. 4. 

^^ I'd like to tell you sump* n^ Sally, — Km, But you don't 
want to hear it^ do you — h'm? Say, do youy Sally — h'mf Fts 
sump'n awful nice — h'm — Sally ! " 

Stand in widths, body to L. O. , Sally to E. Incline head 
first to one side and then to the other. Twist body bash- 
fully and glance at Sally shyly, hands clumsily fumbling 
with dress, ribbons or other articles, laughing and pout- 
ing, whole manner that of a bashful lover. 

108. ACCUSATION. 4. 

'V Tou told a licy — a wicked^ odious UeP^ 

W. to E. O. Adv., E. I. held up threateningly toward 
E. O. H., eyes full of scrutiny, head inclined a little to 
E. and down, so that eyes will look out from under 
clouded brow, little impulses to hand on each of last four 
words, eyes looking over E. I. 

109. FRETFULNESS. 4. 

** OK go ^way now! DonH you see you bother mef Go 'way^ 
I say!" 

W. to L., E. waved to D. O. P. and Lat., head and face in 
0pp. to L., jerky, fretful movements of body, face 
clouded and pouty. 

110. THE OATH. 4. 

**/ swear by the eternity of virtue^ no! Again I swear by 
chaste Diana* s lips ^ forever never ! " 

On first bentence let E. go up, palm in F. to Z., face F. H. 
and eyes just a little higher, face firm, resolute yet tend- 
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er. On second sentence give little Imp. to hand and 
raise face higher to A. F., softening the expression as 
mnch as possible, W. on E. Eet. , arm straight. 

111. PEEVISHNESS. 4. 

^^NbWf Charlie^ are you too busy to please me, and this the 
very first week of our married life f " 

Stand on L. Eet. to L. O. B. Place knuckles of L. hand 
over lips and look to R. O., face half pouting and half 
smiling, indicative of being "spoiled." Twist body 
childishly, shrugging shoulders peevishly. 

112. TEASING. 4. 
^*I wonder does he svspect mef^^ 

Stealthily punch your neighbor in the short ribs with your R. 
thumb, and then quickly turn to F. and look perfectly 
innocent. Then look mischievously and leeringly around 
at him, and repeat the action, then to F. solemnly and 
glance around sheepishly again, and hold. 

113. CHUCKLING. 4. 

**Re's gone and thinks I*m miserable. ' What fools we mortals 
be!''* 

On first sentence throw kiss to R. O. H. , and continue point- 
ing to R. O., as if mocking someone leaving, and 
gloating over the idea that you have made him think his 
departure would give you great pain, when in reality it 
was only a hoax to get him off. On second sentence 
slowly raise hands higher and shake head, expression of 
face gloriously happy. Chuckle. The whole body 
should be somewhat limp. At close suddenly clench 
fists, give little Imp. to both, shake head vigorously, and 
contort face joyously, and hold. 

114. SOLEMN AFFIRMATION. 4. 

^^Here I kneel. 

If e^er my will did trespass 'gainst his love. 

Comfort forswear me, Unkindness may do muchy 
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And his unhindness may defeat my life^ 
But never taint my love.'*^ 

Kneel to L. O. on R., the L. open going to Z., arm straight, 
R. pahn on upper chest, face up to A. F., which will 
be L. O. as you kneel, face very solemn and earnest. 
Face may come down to H. and head may slightly shake 
on "may defeat," etc. It must go back to A., how- 
ever, but may take a more positive shake indicative of 
much earnestness and tender sadness. 

115. PERSECUTION. 4. 

^^ Of what sin am I guilty^ that you torture me thus — that you 
follow me night and day luith the persistency of a bloodhound 9^^ 

Throw R. up to R. A. O., as if to ward oflE an approaching 
person, the L. going to R. side of face, the body lean- 
ing to L. O. B., the face up to R. A. O., and showing 
torture or mental anguish mingled with aversion, 

lie. FRENZY. 4. 

^^The sin of being beautiful — of arousing in my heart a deviVs 
passion ! " 

Rise quickly, turn to R. O., W. on R. O. Adv., R. C, or, 
better, clutching over R. A. O., L. clutching to L. O. 
near head, the R. elbow bent so that the forearm is 
about one foot from head, eyes looking under it upon 
the supposed victim on the floor close by, face terrific 
with anger, hatred, malice, revenge, and fierce resolu- 
tion, R. knee bent and strong, L. knee straight. 

117. AFFECTATlOir. 4. 

^* Lustrous eyes and luscious lips. 
Such as honey-bee fondly sips; 
Witching smiles and winsome grace^ 
Capttiring Cupid in the race,'^ 

This action will be well understood by all, yet hard to de- 
scribe. Let lips be pursed proudly, head twisted coquet- 
tishly, body swayed to and fro. In short, do the af- 
fected girl perfectly, — smiling, grinning, and acting 
with supreme blandness. 
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118. CALCULATION. 8. 

^^ If 2'S the time past noon equal 2-9 the time to midnight^ 
what is the hour 9 Welly if 2-3 the time past noon equal 2-9 the 
time to midnight^ then 1-3 the time past noon must equal 1-9 the 
time to midnight. The times must therefore be inversely as 1-3 
to 1-9 y or 1 to 3. 12 hours — the time from noon to midnight — 
must be divided into fourths^ l-k being the time past noon. Hence 
it is 3 o'clock, " 

W. on R. Eet. , R. I. figuring in L. palm, close to chest, 
head little to one side, eyes full of intense consideration 
and profound study. Eyes may go to A. F. and back 
again occasionally. Think out the operation, and the cor- 
rect expression will follow. 

119. IRONY. 4. 

* * Yes J I know hovj faithful you have been, and you were honor- 
abUy too, Brutus, also, was an honorable man. You ought to 
be a little angel, tvith a crown on your brow and a harp in your 
handy walking the golden streets of the New Jerusalem,^' 

W. on R. Ret., body twisted to R. .0., face over L. 
shoulder in scorn. The irony must appear in the face, as 
it can not be read otherwise. It is frequently well in 
public discussion to conceal irony or to let it appear 
only under some other expression ; but here it must be 
plain. 

120. BRAVADO. 4. 

**/*m afraid of nothing! Wom.en are generally afraid of 
bears, — not I! — and ghosts! Pshaw! What is there about 
shadows to fear f I could sleep sweetly in a graveyard. " 

Stand in widths equally, arms akimbo, with knuckles on hips, 
elbows well out and up, head haughtily back and up, 
chin extended to R. O., head back to L. O. B., and 
inclined to L. Look firm and pompously brave to 
R. O. H. 

121. UNEASINESS. 4. 

^^lAsten ! I heard something scratch on the door ! " 

W. to L. , without moving feet, L. knee bent, and body in- 
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clined to L. O., face looking back over K. shoulder to 
to R. O. B. or Lat. , expression that of great alarm, the 
R. arm going up for defense between face and imagi- 
nary person in direction of eyes, L. up near face, whole 
action that of trepidation. 

132. BOOH I 4. 

''Booh!'' 

Jump to F., extending arms to F., hands Y., whole expres- 
sion that of '' boohing " at baby, lips protuded, brows 
up, eyes well open and smiling. The feet may stamp 
a little and the face assume a mischievous look. Hold. 

128. REPULSION. 4. 

''Bah!'' 

W. to L. Lat. , quick Frep. with R. P. , which is swept out 
to R. P. D. Lat. , face going to L. Lat. in disgust. 
Hold. 

124. AH I 4. 
"Ah!" 

Rising inflection for reader. Face quickly to R. A. O., ex- 
pression coquettish, taunting, teasing, chuckling. 
Smile. Skirts may be caught and drawn back and out 
in a coquettish way. Incline head to L., face up to 
R. A. O. 

125. DOXOLOGY. 8 or 16. 

Voices off stage sing long meter doxology rather faster than 
usual. W. on L. Adv. narrow, leaning forward well, 
face up and worshipful, with such smooth variations of 
position as teacher may suggest. Hands crossed behind, 
arms full length. W. may be shifted to R. Lat. after 
first line. 

126. BENEDICTION. 4 or 8. 

No words are needed. Stand bowed for curtain, fingers 
interlocked low F. 
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PANTOMIME OF CAMPBELL'S "PLEASURES OF HOPE." 



THIS pantomime may be made most effective by giving it 
with a number of girls dressed in Scotch plaids as 
Highland lassies. They may also give some drill in same 
costume. Cultivate smooth, flowing movements. The pan- 
tomime outlined below has proved very successful, not only 
before audiences but in the individual development of pupils. 
It is excellent to break up the painful rigidity so often found 
in pupils, and it also cultivates high sentiments and ideals. 

^^At summer eve, when heaven* s ethereal bow, 
Spans with bright arch the glittering hills below, ^* 

Stand with W. on L. Eet. , gazing a little above H. , face and 
eyes full of interest. First circle the arms high over- 
head, then retire "W. to R. , bringing bow down to front 
and separate hands by descending wave, face expressive 
of pleasure. 

** Why to yon mountain turns the musing eye. 
Whose sun- bright summit mingles with the skyf^* 

Graceful Prep, and wave of R. to R. O. H. P., and then to 
A. O., palm up and I. half pointing, eyes full of inter- 
est and inquiry and looking far away to R. A. O., W. 
to L. Lat. 

" Why do those cliffs of shadowy tint appear 
More sweet than all the landscape smiling near f " 

First drop R. to H. O. S., then Prep, and wave both hands 
out H. F., thence to D. Lat., face animated and 
looking at landscape. 

*^ *Tis distance lends enchantment to the view^ 
And robes the mountain in its azure hue,** 

W. to L. O. On first line R. is held up somewhat to shield 
the eyes in looking upon the mountain at the R. A. O., 
but not too near them. Of course, the hand is P., and 
the eyes looking far into the distance. On second lino 
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W. to E. Eet., quick Pr^p, md B. to A. 0. S., faee 
^xpressiye of pleasure, 

' * Thus, with delight^ we linger to survey 
The promised joys of life's unmeasured way.** 

W. to L. Eet., L. S. waved to L. H., then Prep, and to F. 
and held to F. , but extending I. S. Hold for next line, 
face full of delight. 

" Thus ^ from afar^ each dim-discovered scene, ' * 

W. to L. Adv., wrist elevated, chin out and up, eyes pene- 
trating the distance, face indicative of the effort to see a 
dim, distant object. 

'^ More pleasing seems than all the past hath ieen.^^ 
Face brighter, W. to L. Eet. and L. waved to H. O. B. 

*^ And every form that fancy can repair 
From dark oblivion glows divinely there. " 

Prep, and L. to A. O. B. and then P. D. O. B., W. to E. 
Adv., E. I. half pointing P. and lialf Y., wrist well 
down to A. F., L. down and back in 0pp., face radiant 
and penetrating the distance. The whole movement 
should be made by a graceful sway of the torso and har- 
monious action of the lower limbs. 

'' Wliat potent spirit guides the raptured eye,** 

W. to L. Eet., E. resting on upper chest, thumb in, body 
thrown well forward so that the line of gravity will fall 
well forward, the face expressing ecstasy and up and 
out in F. , elbow well out and up. Stand rather narrow, 
and have a far-away look on face. 

' ' To pierce the dim shades of futurity V ' 

W. slowly to E. Adv. , E. V. slowly to F. A. , palm toward the 
F. L. in 0pp. behind and at Lat. , eyes looking at imagi- 
nary point thirty feet in mid-air in A. F. , face expressive 
of pleasure mingled with mysteriousness. 



AND Recitations no. ss, 43 

'*Cfew Wisdom lend with all her heavenly power 
The pledge of Joy*s anticipated hour f " 

W. tot. Eet., both hands D. O. S., head tilted a Httle to L., 
face expressive of interrogation, brows slightly raised. 

' ' Ah^ no ! She darldy sees the fate of man, ' ' 

W. to R. Ret. , hands clasped low in F. P. , shoulders slightly 
up and forward, arms close to sides, face sorrowful and 
down, eyes looking on floor over R. wrist. 

^^ Her dim horizon hounded hy a span,'' 

Hands first carried out at sides and then circled overhead, but 
in front of head till finger-tips nearly meet, palms front, 
face sorrowful and rising a little in 0pp. , as hands come 
down F. to form circle. 

" Ory if she hold an image to the view,'*'* 

L. down, R. held in imitation of holding a picture; or, bet- 
tor, indicate the picture at distance and on larger scale, 
looking with quick change and much animation at the 

picture. 

A. 

'* *Tis Nature jpictwred too severely true.'*'* 

Prep., 0pp., R. Y. to R. A. O., and at same time W. Ret. 
to L. , turn torso to L. , face down and to L. and ex- 
pressive of repulsion but firmness of conviction. 

u Pritneval Hope^ the u^Eonian Muses say,'*'* 

W. first to R. Adv. and then to L. Ret., hands clasped out 
in F. 11. and then to upper chest, elbows well out and 
up, face up forty-five degrees and expressive of strong 
interest and receptivity. 

' ' WJven man and Nature mourned their first decay, ' * 

Turn to L. on balls of feet, R. going down and L. S. to L. 
O. B. Transfer W. to R., which becomes the Ret. 
foot by virtue of the turn and gives new direction for 
Gest., face still to A. F. and sorrowful. 
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'' Wlien every form of death cmd every woe.^^ 

Double Prep, with culmination on '' death " to D. O. S. and, 
after a short Prep. , then culminate on ' ' woe " to D. Lat. , 
face downcast and troubled, brows knit, lips slightly 
apart. 

' ' Shot from m^igncmt ata/ra to earth below. ' ' 

W. quickly to L. Adv. with L. knee bent and strong and L. 
S. carried to L. O. A., face following somewhat same 
direction and expressive of slight tinge of pain and awe. 
Then W. to K. Eet., L. coming down, E. S. carried to 
D. O. and D. Lat., the eyes and face following for a 
second. Then while Gest. is held, turn eye quickly with 
same facial expression to A. F., and hold for moment. 

^ ' When Murder bared her arm^ a/nd rampant War. ' ' 

The action here is quickening and intensifying all the time. 
W. to K. Adv. , K. 0. high to K. A. O. , E. knee strong 
and bent, L. down and back in 0pp., both fists clenched 
untilthe arm fairly trembles ; the face fierce and a little 
above H. F. On "and rampant War," W. to L. Ret. 
Bring R. down and L. up to upper chest, slightly open- 
ing them as they come, having them in a sort of clutch- 
ing condition and position near throat as the reader 
finishes the three words, so you will be ready to clench 
them again and carry them outward to H. Lat. on the 
next spoken line, which do ; face fierce and excited. 

'' Yoked the red dragons of her iron car.^^ 

Do as stated under previous line, clenching hands gradually, 
till the fists are half way out, and then gradually open 
them the remainder of the way S., W. to E. Eet. 

" When Peace and Mercy ^ bam,uhedfrom the plain.'' 

Face troubled and up, both hands V. to F. A., coming near 
each other, and then separating outward and downward 
from their place in the upper F, The R, should con- 
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tinue in a cnrve after it has gone almost down, by com- 
ing inward and then upward in F. S. in readiness for 
the next Gest. in next line. 

^'Sprang on the viewless vmids to heaven agavay 

Long, sweeping curve to R. A. O. with R. S., face very 
bright. W> to R. Adv. and narrow. 

^^All^ all forsook the friendless^ guilty mind.'^^ 

W. to R. Ret. , face coming slowly down to H. F. Both 
hands S. and oat to A. O., thence to H. Lat. and thence 
to D. Lat., face np and back in 0pp., general laxness of 
mnscles. 

^'But Hope^ the charmer^ lingered still hehind^ 

Step or rather throw W. on L. Adv. on the words ^'but 
Hope," carrying both hands S. to A. F. Then step 
forward on R. Adv. on "the charmer," making a 
Prep, and extension of Gest. to A. F. again as before. 
Step forward again on ''lingered still behind," making 
the Prep, and ictus again, culminating with both hands 
S. A. F. Daring the pause that the reader should 
make after '' behind," the pantomimists should retire 
W. to R. , bringing the hands clasped to upper chest, 
the face radiant and held up. Much will depend upon 
the reader in this pantomime as in all others. Time 
should be given the pantomimists to perform their work 
without hurry or inconvenience, and both cesural and 
grammatical pauses should be well observed. The fore- 
going instructions, as well as those that follow, will be 
worse than useless unless the reading is well done. 

**7%w«, while Elijah's burning wheels preparey 
From CarmeVs heights y to sweep the fields of air.'* 

With W. on R. Ret., turn on balls of feet to R. Lat., and 
carry R. S. to R. A. O. B., face to H. F. on first line. 
Then make beautiful 0pp., by carrying face to R. O. 
A. 6. as the R. makes its Prep. , and then again in 



46 WERNER'S READINGS 

carrying face back to F. while K. S. is swept backward. 
While W. began on E. Eet. on the first line, it now 
ttwavs to L. while the face is to F. and K. is to A. O. B. 
W. is transferred to L. during the other movements and 
culminates on the L. while face is meeting the K. in 
Prep, on the words '* From Carmel's heights," and then 
sways back to E. again on the words ''to sweep the 
fields of air." This will be beautiful, if well done. 

^* The prophet's mantle^ ere his flight began, 
Dropt on the world, a sacred gift to man, " 

W. to L. Adv., palms in, with finger-tips loosely on upper 
chest, face first H. F., then A. F. and radiant, as if 
looking right at the prophet in his chariot ascending to 
heaven. On last line let both hands P. go to F. H,, 
thence to Lat. and down, the face coming down at the 
first between the extending arms, and then up to A, F. 

^^ Angel oflife^ thy glittering wings explored 

W. to R. Adv., both hands A. S. F., face bright and up, 
then Prep. 
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Earth? 8 loneliest hounds and ocean^s wildest shore,'^'^ 



From previously arranged Prep, extend both hands to A. O. 
S. and then to H. Lat. S., the W. going to R. Ret. 
Hold some thought of magnitude. 

'^ShaU Nature hound to Earih^s diurnal ^am,y 

Prep, and both hands P. to H. Lat. , wrists well elevated at 
the culmination, the face expressive of great astonish- 
ment and strong interrogation. 

^^ The fire of God^ tV immortal soul of mam, f^^ 

W. quickly to L. Ret., L. I. quickly V., faceF. and earnest, 
brows up in interrogation. Then W. to R. Ret. after a 
pause in the other position, L. coming down and R. go- 
ing high to R. O. backward, the position suggestive of 
that pride which stirs us at the thought of immortality, 
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the face still earnest and as before, the whole action run- 
ning to a climax in attitude and facial expression as the 
lines close. 

'' Congenial Hope^ thy passion-hindlmg power.'*'* 
W. to R. Adv., both A. S. F., face A. F. and bright. 

^^Sow hriffhty how strong y in youth^s untroubled howr ! " 

On '' bright," strike closed L. in palm of R., arms at full 
length, face beaming with the rising thought and in- 
creasing as the line proceeds. On "strong," bring 
hands, thus held to a point half way from full-length 
arms to the chest, and increase the expression of rapture 
in face and bearing. On the remaining portion of the 
line, bring hands, thus held, tighter to the upper chest, 
and climax the joy you should feel in all the radiance 
possible for you to put into your face and body, the 
shoulders rising somewhat and coming foward slightly. 
Then hold this attitude for a moment, the reader giving 
you time. 

^^On yon proud height ^ with Genius hand in hand.^^ 

W. to R. Ret., R. S. to A. O., torso to R., face looking A. 
O. R., pride in face and bearing. 

^^ I see thee light ^ and wave thy golden wa/nd.^'* 

Eyes on imaginary mountain and changed in expression to 
"peering,** R. P., and half shading the eyes, at about 
one foot away. The R. should be held P. only for a 
moment, and then waved gracefully out to R. A. O., in- 
dicating not only the direction of the object from you, 
but also the act of Hope in waving the wand. 

" Hark! From bright spires that gild the Delphian height y 
From streams that wander in eternal lights 
Ranged on their hilly ffarmonia*s daughters swell 
The mingling tones of horn and harp and shell. " 

W. to R. Adv., R. knee slightly bent, L. straight, hands 
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clasped in F. on level with npper chest and near it, head 
inclined to R. O., eyes to L. A. O. and looking far 
away. Pose as if listening to something you hear but do 
not clearly see. 

** YeSy to thy tongue shall seraph words be given^ 
And power on earth to plead the cause of Heaven, " 

Quickly and joyfully look to E. A. O., transferring "W. to L., 
and quickly carrying L. down, K. being held on upper 
chest, with palm down and back of hand out, and elbow 
well up. Then transfer W. to R. Ket. , carrying both 
indexes half to low D. O. and wide, face A. F. and joy- 
ful. Then wave botli hands inward, as they come up- 
ward toward each other, until they come near each other 
at H. F. , the wrists leading. Then wave hands outward 
and upward, the hands separating as they ascend and the 
face moving in 0pp. to the hand, the Gest. culmi- 
nating in indexes pointing upward, wrists down. 

*' When Yenvs^ throned in clouds of rosy hue^ 

W. to L. Adv., L. S., I. half to A. O., Imp. on *Hhroned," 
face to L. A. O., interest intensified after *'Yenus.*' 
Retire W. to R. as the Gest. goes out and up, the head 
coming down somewhat in 0pp. 

'' Flings from her golden v/m the vesper dew^ 

During pause after ''hue," make Prep, with L., turning 
hand P. and to D. Lat. , the head moving in 0pp. down- 
ward during the Prep, and upward during the Gest. , the 
wrist leading in both Prep, and ictus ; or, if preferred, 
the hand may be kept S. all through and made to descend 
gracefully, culminating as if pouring out the dew or del- 
icately dropping it, W. to R. Ret. for last action. 

^^ And hidsfond mam, her glimmervng noon employ y 

W. to R. Ret., both D. O. S., face to R. A. O. and express- 
ive of pleasure. 
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** Sacred to love and walks of tender Joy, 



?» 



Hands folded on chest, face coming softly down and resting 
on hands. 

'' A milder mood the goddess shaU recaU.** 

Hands held and face slightly to L. O. D., lips on knuckles 
and face meditative. 

*^ And soft as dew thy tones of mibsiofaU.'^* 

Face slowly to E. A. O. , W. to R. Ret. , face smiling with 
joy and animated with increased interest, while both 
hands come slowly down and out P. This is a beautiful 
transition if well done. 

'* righteous Heaven^ ere Freedom found a grave 
Why slept the swordy omnipotent to save ? " 

On first line W. to R. Adv., both hands A. S. F., coming to 
R. Ret. on latter part of line. On first part of second 
line, let both hands go to D. O. S. , and on last part of 
it W. to R. Adv. Bend R. knee, which is strong and 
well Adv., and carry R. 0. to R. A. O. high and L. 
down and out Lat. in 0pp., eyes to L. A. O. and face 
full of determination. 

'' Where was thine arm, Vengeance/ where thy rod.^^ 

Turn to L. on balls of feet, retiring L. as you go. Carry 
W. to L., face to L. A. O. and expressive of determined 
interrogation, L. C. to L. A. O., R. in 0pp. at R. side. 
Imp. on " Vengeance'* and '*rod." 

*' I%at smote the foes of Zion a/nd of Ood^ 
Hold same attitude, but intensify in firmness and vigor. 

** That crushed proud Ammon when his iron car 
Was yoked in wrath, and thundered from afarf " 

"W. to R. , without moving feet, both limbs straight and head 
held back proudly and sternly, as L. C. goes to D. O. 
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and E. C. to side. Have expression of face very fierce. 
Then Prep, and, clenching fists on level and about six 
inches on each side of chin, transfer W. to L., elbows 
H., then L. down and R. to R. A. O., W. going to R. 
Ret. with very decided and positive movements. 

** Tyrants ! In vain ye trace the wizard ring ; 
In vain ye limit Mind*s unwearied spring, " 

W. to R. as before, both limbs straight, arms folded high, 
torso twisted to R., and face very stern and defiant over 
L. arm. 

*' What! Can ye luU the winged winds asleep,'** 

W. to L. Adv., L. knee bent, chin out and up, brows up 
and knit, lips firm set, both hands extended H. O. S., 
expression of face fiercely inquiring. Then quick Prep., 
turning hands P. and extending them out to F. , then to 
extreme A. O., holding eyes, attitude and expression af- 
ter ''asleep,** face expressive of earnest, surprised in- 
quiry. 

'' Arrest the rolling worlds or chain the deep .^ " 

Sway back to R. , making Prep, and carrying both hands S. 
to A. F., while carrying W. again back to L., R. heel 
up, face held. Then short Prep, and have both hands 
P., I. half to D. O., wrists well up and giving promi- 
nence to chest, as W. goes again to R. Adv. Lift body 
proudly and defiantly up, almost on toe of R., the face 
keeping its look of fierce and defiant inquiry. 

^^ No! Thy proud lords ^ unpitied lands ^ shall see 
That man hath yet a soul, and dare be free, *' 

Turn on balls of feet to F. , making the move quickly on * * No, ' ' 
both hands to A. O. S. and to Lat. on first line. The 
face is stern and defiant. On next line first strike the 
chest with finger-tips, elbows well up and out, and simul- 
taneously carry W. to R. Ret. on last half of second 
line, let L. come down and carry R. C. high to 
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A. O. B., both limbs straight, the whole action ex- 
pressive of defiance. 

** And hid each righteous heart exuU to see.^^ 

Both Prep, and carry W. to L. Adv., both hands to A. F. S., 
letting them culminate in an almost vertical position, head 
back and xip, face expressive of pleasure. 

' ' Peace to the slave and vengeance on the free. ' ' 

Both hands P. to F., descending and separating to D. 0., 
W. to E. O. Adv., E. knee bent, E. C. to A. O., L. C. 
to side in 0pp., teeth gritting and showing slightly, face 
expressive of exultation and vengeance. 

^^ Eternal Nature^ when thy giant hand 
Had heaved the floods and fixed the trembling land; 
When life sprang startling at thy plastic call, 
Endless her forms and man the lord of all; 
Sayy was that lordly form inspired by thee 
To wear eternal chains and bow the knee? 
Was man ordained the slave of man to toil, 
Yoked with the brutes and fettered to the soilf^^ 

Arms folded, W. on E. Eet., face slightly L. A. F. and ex- 
pressive of deep reflection, L. knee free. 

^^ Shame to the coward thought that e^er betrayed 
The noon of manhood to a myrtle shade."*^ 

W. to L. Eet., arms folded, both limbs straight, eyes to 
E. O. D. and askant, face expressive of dislike and scorn, 

^^ Hark, from the world'* s exploding centre driven, 
With sounds that shake the firmament of heaven,'' 

W. to E. Adv., E. up to E. ear as if listening, eyes to L. A. 
O., L. in Opp. at side, face expressive of listening. 

^*- Careers the fiery giant fad and far, 

On bickering wheels and adama^itine car,** 

Turn on balls of feet with W. to L., L. to A. O. S., face 
looking far away to L. A. O. and with great interest. 
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^^But^ wheeling homeward when his course is run^ 
Curbs his red yoke and mingles with the sun.*' 

First, Prep, and long, sweeping Gest. .back to L, A. O., and 
then L. down and R. to K. A. S. O., turning to F. on 
balls of feet and transferring W. to E. Ret. 

**iSb hath the traveler of earth unfurled 
Her trembling wings^ emerging from the worldy 
And o'er the path by mortal never trody 
Sprang to her source^ the bosom of her Ood.*' 

W. to L. Ret. , hands folded low in F. , face down, eyes on 
floor, ten feet in* F. , expression that of meditation. On 
third line, loosen hands, and let R. go to side, while L. 
P. waves to L. O. D. Then on last line, transfer W. 
to R. Adv. and R. to R. A. P. , making long, sweeping 
movement and culminating with hand high and palm 
almost up, the face expressing pleasure and meditation. 

*^Ah ma, the laurel wreath that Murder wears^ 
Blood-ntirsedj a7id watered by the widow^s tears^ 
Seems not so foul, so tainted and so dreads 
As wears the night-shade round the skeptic* s head.** 

W. to L. Ret. , hands clasped S. low in F. , face down in sad 
reflection, eyes on floor three feet from you, head in- 
clined a little to L. 



" WTiat is the bigot's torch^ the tyranVs chavn 
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Hold former position, face lifted to R. A. O. and its expres- 
sion held. 

^' I sm,ile on death^ if HeoA^enly Hope remain^ 

Both hands D. O. S., eyes D. F., face smiling. Then throw 
the face upward in F., and sway W. forward to R. 
Adv., chest leading up and forward, clasped hands 
brought to upper chest, 

**CbW in the dust this perished heart may lie, 
But that which warmed it once can never die! " 

W. to L. Ret., R. P., I. to R. D. 0. Twist torso to L. and 
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face to L. A. O. Then throw W. to R. Adv. and strike 
chest with E. C, then retire W. to R. and carry R. I. 
liigh to R. O. 

* ^Ahy no I methinks the generous and the good 
Will woo us back from shades of solitude.*' 

Hands folded low in F., W. to R. Ret., head inclined to R., 
face up and expressive of pleasure and reflection, eyes 
A. F. 

^*For this hath Science searched on weary wing^ 
By shore and sea^ each mute and living thing, " 

W. to L. Adv., move R. P. slowly across and in F. of chest, 
face to R. in 0pp., then R. slowly to R. Lat., carrying 
W. first to R. and then to L. in 0pp., and face same 
way. The face expressive of lofty interest. 

** Mernal Sope^ when yonder spheres suhlirne/^ 

W. to L. Ret., face up F. high, torso twisted to L., R. 
loosely on upper chest, back of hand out, elbow well out 
and up, face expressive of rapture, admiration and won- 
der, 

'' Pealed their first notes to soimd the ma/rch of time.'^^ 

W. to R. Adv., R. S. to A. O., face same but intensified. 

** Thy joyous youth hegan^ hut not tofade,'^^ 

On first half of line, look straight up and extend hand farther 
and straighter up. Then transfer W. to R. Ret. , R. P. 
going to D. O., face coming down, and head slightly 
ariit;i|lowly shaking. . - ,^, ^v 

'^ When aU thy &i«t^^pljom&te ham decayed. ' ' 

W.ife L* Ret,, L. S. swept lo L. A. O. and movements in- 
j«^iaeing in animation, rapidity and vigor to close of the 
poem. 

*' When vrrapt i/nfi/re the realms of ether glow.^^ 

W. to R. Adv., R. knee bent, double Prep, and wave hands 
F., 0. and to A* Lat., face expressing awe. 
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^^ And Hea/oen^a last thunder shakes this world helow.^^ 
W. to R. Ret., and double Prep., and Gest. from D. O. and 
D. Lat. to A. Lat., face up and expression intensified. 

'' Thou^ undismayed^ shalt 6*er the ruins smile, ^^ 
W. to L. Adv., both hands A. F. S., face up and smiling 
with triumph. On last half of line, have both hands P. 
H. O., face up. 

*' And light thy torch at Nature* s funeral pHey 
Quickly toss both hands upward, palms in. Gest. high, and 
close overhead, fingers prominent. Standing up proudly 
on E. Adv. , L. foot free and knee easily bent, let both 
hands come down P. to D. Lat., face radiant at closei 



TABLEAUX OF "THE TEN VIRGINS." 



' ' While the hridegroom tarried they aU slumbered a/nd slept. '* 

TEN" young ^omen robed in long, fiowing white garments 
that fall in straight lines from the shoulders, are re- 
clining upon the stage. At right centre have a couch with a 
back. One girl sits upright, leaning easily backward, with 
the head slightly to one side against the couch ; another sits 
beside her, with head upon the first maiden's shoulder; a 
third sits on a stool at the feet of the second, with head in 
her lap. The other seven are grouped about the stage in 
similar attitudes. One lies at full length with head upon arm. 
All are sleeping. Curtain. 

' ' Behold^ the hridegroom cometh! ' ' 

Five of the girls stand in expectant attitude«^ .j^vMl smitll 
oriental lamps burning and held aloft. They dng t^^^^^^ersc^ 
of hymn beginning : ' ^ Our lamps are trimmed and bi^flrmng. ' ' 
At the close of the chorus they slowly waljc oflE the flitwe to 
the right. Curtain. . '^.,.. - u, ,.. ^ • - / ^* 

^' Too late J too late^ ye can not enter now^ •^• 

Five of the girls stand with bowed heads and hands raised 
in ploading. Their garments are soiled and disheveled and 
their faces are white. Tennyson*8 song '^ Too Late," should 
be sung behind the scenes. The lights on the stage grow 
dimmer, and at length go out. Curtain. 
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WHERE THE LILIES BLOOM." 



Scene: Barroom. 

Costume: Any old suit; or, better, leave off coat and 
wear a heavy woollen sliirt. Have bartender, if convenient, 
who hands song to reciter at proper place. Sit at fourth line, 
and remain sitting to '^ I arise a man. " 

Musio : The music of the song ^* Where the Lilies Bloom " 
is by the author, and has been arranged for guitar by M. 
Blanche Lynche. 

WELL, friends, I think I can not sing to-night ; 
And yet my palsied limbs seem so infirm 
That I must have another drink, and so 
I'll sing to get it. Ah, dear old guitar ! 
It's many a tramp we've had together through 
This weary world. [Striking harmonics,} Somehow 

its blessed chords 
To-night wake Memory from her long, long sleep, 
And I can see once more the sweetest face 
Man ever looked upon — the face of my 
Dead wife! [Striking chorda a/ad musing,} O God, 

forgive me, for she died 
For love of me ! My voice won't come. I seem 
To hear her precious notes so like a dove's 
At eventide — and oh, they thrill me so ! 
They take me back, my darling Annie, back 
To that glad hour when I stood up before 
The priest, and, like a king, made you my queen. 
O Annie, up in heaven, I wonder do 
You love me still I \Pause,'\ This instrument was hers — 
A husband's bridal gift; and when her white 
And tap' ring fingers swept these same old strings, 
It seemed an angel's wing had gently fanned 
Them into melody, and when she sang. 
Her mellow tones stirred every pure impulse. 
And woke the echoes of a new-born life. 
The very lilies she so loved would bow 
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Their heads and listen. Oh, why did I from 

That glorious height fall into drink? I loved 

My Annie till affection grew to wild 

Idolatry. Perhaps I loved too well. 

Love's rapturous intoxication sought 

The revelry of wine to make me seem 

As brilliant and magnetic unto her 

As she in nature was to me. She was 

Not like this earth, nor anything upon 

It, save herself. The human heart contains 

All evil and ell good below. The two 

Extremes have met in awful contrast in 

Myself and her. The fumes of liquor on 

My breath had made the lilies droop, 

And I saw Annie drooping, too. One day 

She moved among them, saying: ^*Lily white, 

Sweet lily white, I love you, lily white," 

And stroked them with her finger-tips, as though 

They were her children. I was drunk, and lay 

Besotted on the steps of that once bright 

And happy cottage home. At length she came 

Upon a group of stems full-blown ; but blight 

Had withered all their cusps, and flecks of brown 

Defaced the snowy countenance of each. 

She knelt and said: '* My precious pets, don't droop 

And die; I need you for companions;*' and 

I think she prayed ; and Heaven was in her words I 

Each lily's spirit seemed to answer back, 

'' Yes, Annie, we will stay." I staggered to 

My feet, and muttered: ''Annie, dear, good-bye; 

You've brought me from the gutter to your home 

The last, last time. O Annie, he who loves 

The Demon better than an angel like 

Yourself shall not pollute your spotless life 

With his unholy touch again. My chains 

Have not been locked, but forged about my soul. 

I can not break them, but I break your heart. 

I will no longer stay where my whole life 



58 WERNER'S READINGS 

So curses every hour of yours ; for you 
Are pure and good, and I am beastly, base. 
I'll go to some far land, where I'll reform 
And then return to bless your after-life. 
Or, failing to reform, I'll die unknown." 
And when, at last, I would have said good-bye, 
She sprang upon my neck, and poured her soul 
Into her sobbing voice, and said she loved 
Me better than a world of sober men ; 
i That she would sew, and make home glad 

♦ If I would only stay. But I had sworn 

To go, and her poor prayers fell lifeless at 
My feet. I tried to thrust her from me, but 
Her grasp was like her love — it held her life. 
The struggle ceased, and as the moon fell full 
Upon her blessed face, she never seemed 
So pure, nor I so base. I could not stay. 
Oh, it was torture to me to remain 
With my vile, rancorous heart right up 
So close against that spotless lily's vase! A brute 
Can not long share a noble woman's love; 
It will uplift him to its heights. But I 
Was more than brute. There was a voiceless gulf 
Between her sinless spirit and my soul. 
Her love could reach me, but could never save. 
I felt a devil's history, then, that wrecks 
Like me c^n not enjoy society with 
The pure. I dashed her violently down, 
Among the calla beds, and there I left 
Her motionless, upon the very spot 
Where she had knelt and prayed for me, and kissed 
The ermine lily's lips. I rushed into 
The street, and, passing by a music-house 
Where this guitar was taken for repairs, 
I saw it dimly througli the plate-glass front. 
From off the pavement's rugged edge, I snatched 
A stone, and hurled it through the pane, and took 
This family relic from its resting-place 
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Within. No living soul of all my friends 

Knows where I went, nor where I am to-night; 

But through these weary weeks and months, I've sung 

And played for food and lodging and strong drink. 

The papers said she was found dying where 

I left 1' er, swooning with the lilies ; and 

They buried her down by the little brown 

Stone schoolhouse, where we played in childhood. 

O Thou blessed Saviour, help me to endure 

My grief ! Forgive, if Heaven forgives such crimes! 

If I possessed the universe, I'd give 

It all to fall down at her feet, and tell 

Her how I love her now, and how 1 loved 

Her when I rudely left her there to die, 

Father, make me pure like her ! O wash 
My blackened spirit — let it rise to meet 
Her angel at the gates of Paradise I 

[After ^'Pa/radise^^'^ play the old air : ^^Come^ ye diacon- 
solatey Then let reciter sing the air of f/rst verse of thai 
hymn, while three other men, off stage, carry first hass, 
second ha^ss and tenor respectively. Of course, other voices 
might he used, hut hardly female voices, as the scene is in a 
saloon. The effect is fine and natural. The reciter then 
proceeds .•] 

" There is no sorrow Heaven can not heal.'' 

The old, old songs sound best. \Pause.'\ Well, I forgot 

1 was to sing. You have a bran-new song? 

There's lots of trash put on the staflf. [Looking at song,] 

Ah! "Where 
The Lilies Bloom ! " ' * By Annie Blair ! ' ' Why, that's 
My wife ! [Heading :] ' ' This little song goes forth into 
The world, a message filled with love and prayer, 
That it may reach my wandering Ben, and bring 
Him home to Annie and the lilies once 
Again ! ' ' [Pause, ] Yes, ' ' Annie and the lilies ! ' ' God, 
She lives I She is not dead, but loves me still ! 
what a verbal prelude to a song ! 
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I seem to hear her cooing tones among 
These precious notes. I wonder if it would 
Be saci ilege for me to sing it. No ! 
I'll sing; it may inspire me to reform. 
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[Tune guitar according to above notes.] 
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Go, sweet song, and tell my darling, 

Working out his doom, 
There's a welcome from his Annie 
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Where the lilies bloom. 
Tell him life has been so lonely 

While he*s gone from home ; 
It will be so pure and holy 

Where the lilies bloom. 

Go to every hut and hovel, 

Where his heart may roam ; 
Pure and white rest on his bosom, 

Like the lily's bloom. 
Bear from me my holy message, 

Like a rich perfume : 
*' Won't you come and let us love you, 

Where the lilies bloom ? " 

Tell him that the little cottage 

Has been filled with gloom, 
Since the night, he left his Annie, 

Where the lilies bloom. 
Tell him of ten thousand kisses 

In our little room ; 
Loving arms will cling around him 

Where the lilies bloom. 

Tell him of his lofty manhood 

Filled with liquor's fume ; 
Call him back and he'll redeem it, 

Where the lilies bloom. 
Tell him Jesus Christ will help him, 

If he'll only come ; 
Life and love shall dwell forever, 

Where the lilies bloom. 

Yes, Jesus Christ will help me ; Annie'll help 

Me, too. O God ! Can I be made again 

A worthy husband ! Father, take me up, 

And drive from me this cursed appetite 

For drink ! O Saviour, Thou who didst inspire 

My Annie's heart with this sweet melody, 

Defend and strengthen while I battle 
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With the serpent of the still I O lead the wreck 

Back home, and let Thy holy angels guard 

Him from strong drink. [Pause,] My manhood 

comes — I can — 
I will ! Yes, I am free ! And I arise 
A man ! Her words have saved me, and I go 
To prove a woman's love akin to that 
Of Jesus ChriBt — yes, where the lilies bloom ! 



NOTH'N' 'T ALL 



J EVER stump y'r toe? M-in ! don't it hurt ! 
Stump' mine put-nigh oflf one time one day; 
'N' I ist grabbed it up 'n' squeeze't as tight! 
H-u-r-t s-o bad 'at I ist had to say 
Sump'n' ! 'N' I ist squeez't again 'n' go: 
' ' M-m ! Golly ! ' ' Nen my ma ist look 
Orf ul ! Nen she ist — ist sh-a-ke me h-ard ! 
H-a-rd's' shake an'bod' was ever shook! 
Whoop! skeer me s-o bad I put-nigh could'n' 

Hardly quit a-shakin' ever 't all. 
** What 'at ugly word you speakin' ? H'mph?" 
Nen I say wight in'cent : '' Noth'n' 't all !'' 

Nen she took me out to th' ole peach-tree; 

Knowed she wasn* go'n' get no peaches, though I 
She ist took a liT ole ke-e-n-es' switch ! 

M-m ! wished I nev' would said no — no 
Golly ! Wished I'd had no stumpted toe! 

Li'l' old switch go wh-ish-a-whish-a-whing! 
Whoo-oo! Wished I did'n' ha' no ma! 

Wished I's ist a orphant ! Wished ev'thing ! 
Nen she ha* to quit, 'cause she so tired ! 

Nen I say : '' What make you whip me 't all? 
I'n*t done nothin' ; makes you whip me, then?** 

She whizz 'at li'l* ole switch *n* say: "Oh, noth'n' 
*tall!" 
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THE CUBAN REFUGEE. 



A monologue for a man. 



[By substituting the words in brackets, this selection may be given 
also by a woman.] 

GO back to Cuba? No ! no ! Gentle priest, 
Is there no absolution otherwise? 
My story ? An unwritten chapter in 
The history of Spanish cruelty. 
I am a Spanish-Cuban refugee. 
Havana was a paradise to me; — 
Sun-gilded and sea-bathed Havana ; dew- 
Bespangled and rose-scented city. Ah 1 
She had the glorious enchantment of 
An Eden to my boyish [girlish] heart. Go back? 
My heart is buried there — I'd like to go. 
I thought my grave would hide my secret well; 
But, father, you are good ; you shall hear all ; 
Spain's history, traditions, legends, laws. 
Ancestral customs — all were ours ; and more, 
Her very honor and her blood were ours. 
Aye, more than all of these — religion for 
The mother was religion for the child ; 
And all her life was ours except her crimes. 
For centuries has Cuba paid to Spain 
Substantial tribute from the island's wealth; 
Spain answers with oppression and with death. 
Can holy church give peace to her who sows 
The seeds of civil strife among her sons, 
And herself reaps the harvest with the sword ? 
Is absolution vouchsafed unto her 
Whose fingers, red with murder, drop the blood 
Of her own offspring on the beads she counts? 
Fair clime of Ferdinand and Isabel ! 
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Where is thy mother heart, O motherland ? 

Oppression's none the less oppression when 

It banishes with a maternal hand. 

There is no hatred like a brother's hate ; 

There are no curses like a mother's curse. 

I loved my Cuba with a patriot's love. 

I would not give that little speck upon 

The map for all the continents and seas. 

She's very near the heart of all this earth. 

Go back ! ' ' The homeless that are sick for home '' 

Can feel no keener yearnings than I feel 

For home and native land ; and yet, to-day, 

I'd rather sleep beneath that island home 

Than breathe the pestilential curse of Spain. 

My father was a loyal Spaniard, but 

A Cuban first ; and Cuban patriots 

Found shelter 'neath his roof. For this he was 

Arraigned, court-martialed, sentenced to be shot. 

My mother and myself were forced to see 

The execution. Wild with agony, 

We plead for mercy from that merciless 

Tribunal — offered land and money for 

His life — prayed with our souls upon our lips. 

That prayer was counted criminal, and we, 

Arrested, waited sentence. Then they led 

My father out before those henchmen who, 

*' Drest in a little brief authority," 

Commanded him to kneel. I saw his eye 

Flash up with all the racial fire that warmed 

The Moorish kings of old Granada, as 

He answered them : "I kneel to none but God ! " 

My mother uttered one sharp cry of pain 

And swooned into surcease of agony. 

They fired ; and, though each bullet pierced him 

through. 
He did not fall, but for a moment gazed 
With the fierce splendor of an eagle's eye 
Upon them ; then deliberately laid 
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Himself upon the earth, and there died like 

A king. For every drop of his warm blood 

I swore to kill a Spaniard. Mother and 

Myself spent that night in a dungeon of 

Old Morro Castle. Morning came, and with 

It came Castilla [Bernardo], whom I loved; she 

[he] came, 
And, gaining entrance, stealthily slipped through 
The bars some implements for our escape. 
But innocence is never wary ; guards' 
Keen eyes detected my Castilla' s [Bernardo's] 

scheme 
And, prison being her [his] reward, we three 
Were put in chains. Ah, sir, there is no pride 
That does so strut and vaunt itself before 
High Heaven as military power ! Kings 
May conquer with it, but it can not make 
Them or their nations great, O gentle priest. 
Tour cars have heard the robber's crime confessed, 
And listened to the tale the murderer told, 
And started up in horror when despoiled 
And shattered Virtue whispered of her fall ; 
But never did a priest of God command 
A subject to a task like mine. Ah, sir, 
Man's inhumanity to man makes hell 
To frown where heaven smiled ! O Spain, what 

crimes 
Have been committed in thy name 1 That night 
Some secret deputies conducted me. 
My mother and Castilla [Bernardo] to a place, 
Secluded, dismal, far out by the sea. 
And there revealed the verdict of the court 
We never saw : One prisoner should die — 
My mother or Castilla [Bernardo] — I must act as 

judge ! 
You shudder, priest ; I shudder while I speak 
The awful words : My precious mother or 
My own Castilla [Bernardo] doomed, and I to say 
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Which one shall die a death like that, and which 
Shall live unmeasured misery. O dead 
Immortal heroes! you whose bravo hearts made 
Historic the Alhambra, where of old 
'' The lights shone o'er fair women and brave men," 
Are you not ministering spirits? Oh, 
But listen, priest: If I refused to make 
Decision, both should die! O holy church, 
And you who teach the people holy things, 
What were the holy thing for me to do ? 
They placed a sea-shell and a death-cap in 
My hands. The shell I must deliver at 
The feet of that one I would save. The cap 
Must hide the face of that one I condemned. 
Can you believe it, father, when I took 
The shell with my freed hands, a clammy sweat 
• Poured on it from my fingers ? When I touchy 
The cap, an icy shiver siezed me — soul 
And body seemed contaminated, and 
I dashed it to the earth, and stamped and spat 
Upon it in my fury, and I cursed 
The craven acolytes of Spanish power. 
Castilla [Bernardo] plucked my sleeve and whis- 
pered: ''I 
Am youngest; let me die!" The chains clanked, as 
My mother moved up close and murmured : " I 
Am oldest; let me die!" Deep in my heart 
There rose an echo : "I am strongest; let 
Medio!" This boon the guards denied. Then, 

when 
I swore I never would make choice between 
Them, quick the answer came that if I did 
Not make it then and there, mj'^ mother and 
Castilla [Bernardo] should be hacked in pieces and 
Their bodies fed to swine ! O priest, '' it is 
An exc'llent thing to have a giant's strength. 
But it is tyrannous to use it like 
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A giant ! ' ' Father, what could I do then ? 

They gave me just one minute more to judge. 

I felt my heart beat through my eager eyes, 

While gazing upon these two angels of 

My heart's best love. They were so beautiful 

And pure, it seemed to me they could not die. 

What should I do, good priest, what could I do? 

In some mechanical, half-conscious way, 

I placed the shell — Where would you place it, 

priest? 
I placed it at my blessed mother's feet! 
I placed it there because — because she was — 
My mother ! When Castilla [Bernardo] made the 

cross 
And gazed in willing resignation far, 
Far out beyond the ocean and the stars. 
And gave her [his] gentle spirit back to God, 
I snatched the shell from holy duty where 
It lay and placed it at Castilla's [Bernardo's] feetf 
I placed it there because — because she [I] was 
To be my [his] wife! But oh, my mother's smile 
Of approbation seemed to mock the love 
I bore her, and I snatched the shell again, 
And with wild, supernatural energy, 
I crushed it to a thousand pieces in 
My trembling fingers! Then — What would you do? 
Ah ! priest, my grip was like an iron vice, 
My sinews like cyclopean ligaments ! 
And when the guard approached to place the caps-— 
The death-caps — on the sacred heads I loved. 
With Herculean might I tore the chains 
From my uncovered foot, and, quick and sure, 
I snatched his dagger from its scabbard, drove 
It to his heart, held his expiring form 
A breastwork, drew his pistol, and I killed 
Weyler's eervidors! Yes, killed them all. 
And wished for more to feed my vengeance on i 
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THE BATTLE WITH THE TRAMP. 



ONE December night there fell a heavy enow, which was 
quickly followed by bitter cold. The creek froze al- 
most solid. Joyfully did I hail the arrival of the Ice- King. 
Next morning, my skates were added to the usual contents of 
my book-satchel. 

On reaching the creek, I adjusted my skates and proceeded 
to enjoy my favorite sport, — cutting the letters of my name 
in the ice, gliding through heaps of snow, looping the track- 
lines upon themselves, darting from side to side of the 
stream, circling around obstacles, racing with the birds that 
flew along the bank. 

Of course, I was late at school that morning, and received 
a severe reprimand, not only for my tardiness but on account 
of the presence of old Eed, our big family dog, that had fol- 
lowed me. 

That afternoon we were dismissed as usual. As my path 
lay in an opposite direction from the other children's homes 
and through the woods, I was soon out of sight and alone. 
Just as I began the descent of the hill toward the creek, 
which was yet several hundred yards away, I beheld a repul- 
sive figure slouching along in my direction. He was evi- 
dently a tramp. I instinctively recoiled at the thought of 
meeting him, yet I knew I must meet him as bravely as pos- 
sible. But how could I be brave out there in that wild 
wood, confronted by the thing I feared above all things on 
earth ? I was always afraid of tramps. My mother's way 
of securing obedience was to tell me of tramps with tall, 
slouched hats ; short, shaggy beards ; ragged, dingy coats and 
trousers; large, foxy shoes; dirt-begrimed faces; ghonl-like 
eyes ; and long, bony hands, in which they always carried 
their bundles and clubs. It was my honest belief that I had 
found my mother's ideal tramp right here; or, rather, that he 
had found me, for I was not boking for him, you may be sure. 
It was exactly the same specimen that my mother had so 
often described, from the imaginary sight of which I had so 
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often hidden my face beneath the cover and thus gone to sleep. 
However, there was no escape ; I had to meet him. So I 
walked on with apparent indiflEerence but inwardly with in- 
creasing fear. Ugh I how my flesh quivered with horror, how 
my very spirit shuddered at his approach ! 

As lie drew nearer, every harrowing aspect of body, face 
and bearing was intensified. I determined to meet him >vith 
all the courage of despair. In order to show him that I was 
not afraid of him, I kept the middle of the road, thinking, 
of course, to make him turn out. I suppose it was for a sim- 
ilar reason that he did the very same thing. The distance be- 
tween us was shortening rapidly, and he seemed to have no 
idea of giving way. 

What will the wizard do ? I thought. Is he not going to 
surrender me the road? Presently, I found myself face to 
face with him. I was now willing to turn out or anywhere 
that would remove me from his sight. I began to turn 
hastily to the right ; he turned on the same side. I halted 
and he halted. I glanced into his haggard face, but could 
not hold my eyes upon the wild visage before me. 

By this time, his gaze had set its gloating grasp upon me, 
and he stood like a tiger measuring the distance between him 
and his prey. I circled to the other side to pass on, but he 
swayed across my course, and stood confronting me as before. 
Once more I ventured to look into his face, but was stupefied 
at the sight of his weird, ghoulish countenance. Shrinking 
as if from death, I retreated a few quick steps, only to be 
followed by him as quickly. 

A third time I stepped aside to let him pass, and a third 
time did he oppose me. He had not spoken a word. I could 
hear nothing but the crushing of the snow and the beating 
of my own heart. Again I raised my gaze to the monster's 
face, but his blearing, bloodshot eyes glared at me with a de- 
mon's passion. I seemed to be petrified. My limbs refused 
to move. I tried to scream, but something like a leaden 
lump hung in my throat. 

A fourth time I endeavored to pass ; again he planted him- 
self across my path, and my eyes met his once more. Trans- 
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figured in his sin-scarred face was the rapacious spirit of a 
liend incarnate. It was the look of desperation and of murder. 
Still he did not speak. The silence was agonizing. Even if 
he had cursed me, I should have felt some relief. I knew 
that I was helpless, but I determined to make him speak. 

** You are a fiend, sir ! What do you mean ?" 

His answer came in a low, beastly growl that sent a chill 
through my blood. 

'' Yes, I am a fiend, and I am on a fiendish errand. 
Listen, for you have not long to live. One night about five 
years ago, your father led a band of masked vigilantes to my 
house, and there, in the presence of my daughter, and at his 
command, I was lashed until my body was reddened with 
a hundred stripes. That night my daughter died — died of 
pure fright, — ^just as I would have you die even now. I 
would not murder him/ I want him to live — live in unbroken 
and unspeakable torture — in that torture of remorse which 
only the lashings of conscience and the harrowing memory of 
a murdered child can give. When he looks upon your face 
again, it will be as white as the snow beneath your feet and 
as dead as the face I have mourned for these five long years. 
If you wish to pray, I am goings to give you one chance. 
But my vengeance thirsts for your blood; be quick!" 

My whole life swept before me. I thought of death and 
the judgment; but I thought also of escape. I would 
scream, but that were useless, as no one could hear, except 
the craven-hearted wretch before me. I would fall on my 
knees in the snow and beg for mercy, but there was no mercy 
in the devil's face he wore. I resolved to run, but he could 
soon chase me down. To resist him was vain, lor he could 
overpower me easily or slay me at a single blow. But I re- 
solved to sell my life as dearly as possible. 

Drawing one of my skates from my satchel, I stepped 
backward and took an attitude of defense. I saw his scorn- 
ful smile, though he spoke not a word. I prayed : '*0 God, 
give me strength, give me victory, in this battle of the giant 
with the child! " but, as I cast my glance heavenward, ho 
moved forward aggressively for a blow. 
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With supernatural energy I hurled my skate straight into 
liis face. As he fell headlong toward me, I saw that he was 
badly stunned, if not fatally injured. Now was my time to 
escape. Hastily replacing my skate, I dashed away toward 
the creek. Once upon that I could easily outstrip him. 
Within three minutes I was* flying over the iae in fancied se- 
curity. 

Turning the first bend in the creek, to my horror I beheld 
liim coming after me at full speed. I knew it was now a 
race with death, and tried to redouble^iny speed ; but, taking 
advantage of the bend in the creek, he crossed over the 
snow, hoping to head me off. As he dashed down the bank, 
I saw that he aimed to trip me up, give me a terrible fall, 
and then kill me before I could rise. But I was too fast for 
him, and he went crashing against the opposite bank. This 
gave me a little advantage, and I tried to improve it ; but my 
strength was failing fast from exertion and from fright. As 
I circled round the next curve, my last lingering hope van- 
ished, for 1 beheld him standing twenty yards before me, 
midway the stream. I was willing to run, but my strength 
was gone ; I was willing to fight, but nature was exhausted 
and could battle no more. Every step he took toward me 
sounded my death-knell. My terri^ed spirit shuddered 
at his approach. I saw his savage smi*e. It was the gloat- 
ing grin of a cannibal. 

'' Have you said your prayers ? " he said, pausing a few 
feet in front of me. 

My eyes seemed fixed in the agonies of death. I could see 
nothing but the horrid visage before ine. Consciousness was 
going fast, and I had forgotten everything except the one idea 
that I was there to fight. He raised his hand to advance ujv 
on me, chuckling in fiendish triumph over the utter helpless- 
ness of his victim. 

Suddenly, the ice broke beneath him, and he went down 
almost to his chin. Whereupon Old Red, our big dog, alarmed 
at the splashing, sprang from the bank and seized the demon 
by the throat, burying his teeth deep into the flesh. I cheered 
'with all my might, though my voice was hollow and empty. 
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With a final glance at the man and the dog, I left them in 
their struggle of death. 

That night when their bodies were dredged from the stream, 
the dead dog's teeth were still fastened in the dead man's 
throat. In a pauper's grave the county buried the tramp; 
but in the corner of our garden stands a little marble slab 
bearing this inscription : 

OLD RED, THE HERO AND MARTYR. 



MY 'SHINE, 



I TOOK a prism 
And on the floor I threw 
The seven colors of the sun. 
A baby played 
Among the rainbow tints 

And phicked the colors one by one. 

And as he looked, 

He smiled to sec the hues 

Caught up and held within his hand; 
While to his heart 
Tliere came a gladsome glow, 

Like sunshine over fairyland. 

''1*11 be your *shine, 

Your sunshine, mamma dear! " 

The baby said with winsome grace. 
The sinless soul 
Had dreamed of Paradise 

And Eden bloomed upon his face. 

O ripe-red lips 

And golden yellow hair 

And heaven's blue within your eyes,- 
Ked, yellow, blue 
Reflect the white, white soul — 

Ye are my sunshine from the skies I 
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VANESSA. 



[Swift loved Vanesda and she was thoroughly devoted to him. He 
vowed to devote his life to her. Both remained single, each living for 
the oth^r. But Stella came and stole Swift's heart away from Vanessa. 
Vanessa was of high birth ; Stella was a peasant. Swift married Stella. 
Vanessa wrote Stella a scorching letter, denouncing her. Swift took 
this letter to Marley Abbey, where Vanessa was slowly dying of grief, 
and there abused her, threw the letter at her and left. Vanessa died 
of her grief. So far the story is a true but unwritten chapter in Swift's 
life. In this selection Vanessa U supposed to go to heaven, where she 
hears Gk)d condemning Swift for his cruelty. She begs the privilege of 
going to earth, and, if possible, securing his repentance. This granted, 
Vanessa descends to earth and enters Swift's study, where the scene is 
enacted. Let the costume first be that of a gipsy fortune-teller, with 
underdress of pure white. Wings may be used on underdress, if desired, 
since the reciter is then Vanessa's angel. A wand, about three feet 
long and looped with ribbon from centre to both ends, should be sus- 
pended from a convenient hook fastened to dress, so that it may be 
taken up and replaced at pleasure. All wand movements should be 
smooth and flowing. If not considered too realistic, a real Swift may 
be seated in his study on stage, and may act his part according to the 
meaning of the words addressed to him, even speaking the words 
attributed to him near the close. He should act well, and be in an atti- 
tude of following, when the curtain falls on the closing scene. To 
imagine him there is quite as well. Then, the curtain may or may not 
fall on the reciter. After the real recitation is finished, continue to 
wave wand over him, repeating slowly in a deep, mysterious tone: 
**Come! Gomel Come" retiring slowly as each word is spoken. Hold 
a moment for final picture. Of course, if the curtain falls on the reci- 
ter, the attitude is to be held. For the closing picture swing the arms 
out in front, holding the wand gracefully at each end and high over- 
head, till you see him down through the widespread arms and beneath 
the wand, using a general uplift of the body as if preparatory to fiight, 
and motioning to him with slight nods of the head and holding eyes 
fixed upon him as in a charm. This selection has been most efliective, 
and was a medal recitation when first presented. Music, soft and low, 
might add to closing efl!ect] 

MAY I tell your fortune, kind sir? 
I'll reveal your future true. 
You shall see its mystic censers 

Swung in lioroscopic view, 
And the past shall rise before you 

Like a vision in the night, — 
Past and future panoramic, 
Dazing your bewildered sight. 
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What ! Abominate these gipsies? 

Take your money, give you trash? 
Im no vagabond, I'll tell you, 

And I'll prove your words arfe rash. 
Listen! I'm possessed of knowledge 

Your immortal soul should know ; 
I can make your heart beat faster 

Then the sleigh-bells o'er the snow. 

Ah, you spurn me ! You shall rue it, 

For you know not whom you scorn ; 
I can make your haughty spirit 

Curse the hour it was born. 
I can wave this wand above you. 

Change the current of your life — 
Turn its bitterness to pleasure 

Or its pleasure into strife. 

I will make the lips that scorn me 

Utter words that cheer and bless. 
And the hand now turned against me 

Beckon, fondle, and caress. 
On the wall, a strange handwriting 

I can read, like Daniel, clear. 
It will cost you naught to listen ; 

It will pay you well to hear. 

You command me to be gone, sir I 

I'm a leper in your sight? 
From her rags, the hated gipsy 

Hurls defiance at the knight. 
Stop ! You dare not strike a woman, 

Though beneath your rank and wealth; 
Though she sought you through the darkness — 

Gained admission here bv stealth. 

Yet you have struck one ! — a blow, sir. 

Cruel as a man eouUl give; 
And it smote life's chords and broke them — 

Killed her while it let her live. 
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You remember poor Vanessa? 

Let that memory burn your brain, 
Till the scorching lires of conscience 

Mark you with the brand of Caio ! 

Once you plighted poor Vanessa 

Vows that bound like iron bars, 
And you swore to poor Vanessa 

By the myriads of stars, 
Long as they should keep their vigils. 

Love should keep its vigils, too ; 
And, up through her warm love-kisses, 

Drew her soul and faith to you. 

And she feasted on the manna 

Of your wisdom, vast and deep ; 
And your parted lips were altars, 

Shrining words that could not sleep. 
Like the stars forever shining — 

Angels' outposts in the air — 
God's eternal laws were holding 

All our covenant's emblems there. 

But you broke your vows of love, sir. 

Though the stars were shining on ; 
Broke your faith, and broke her heart, sir, 

While the stars were shining on. 
Then your letters, cold and colder, 

Came like messengers of ill, — 
Welcome, j^et unwelcome^ freezing 

All life's pulses in death's chill. 

Ten long years with sorrow laden. 

Did Vanessa watcli and pray. 
While the stars were shining ever, 

For the dawning of the day. 
Then, they said you'd married Stella! 

Crushed Vanessa's heart, and, oh ! 
Poor Vanessa oursed voiir Stella — 

Cursed her with a woman's woe I 
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She dgam would curse the viper, 

With its folds about your life; 
For it scourged and mocked Vanessa 

With the scorpion thought of wife. 
Stella was beneath your station^ 

While Vanessa's birth was high ; 
Yet you took the lowly peasant, 

Scorning poor Vanessa's cry. 

And you came to Marley Abbey 

In a passion raging hot, 
And your tongue spoke aspic poison — 

Words her soul hath ne'er forgot; 
And your angry look there smote her, 

As you turned and scowled away ; 
And she died before the setting 

Of the sun that Easter day. 

You have spurned the hated gipsy 

As you spurned Vanessa's life, 
While her cooing love-tones pleaded 

For the promised place of wife. 
This were well if love and virtue 

Lived and died within a day; 
But God*8 vengeance now rebukes you, 

In His own good time and way, 

I am not the hated gipsy [throwing off disguise]^ 

But Vanessa's angel, sir. 
And in heaven's holy vesture 

Come as heaven's messenger, 
God, the Son and Holy Spirit 

Have condemned you for your crime; 
Hell's eternal horrors wait you 

On the borderland of Time. 

While on earth, I made confession 

Day by day to you, my priest. 
For you I've made intercession 

To the Great Star of the East; 
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And from Him I bear this message : 

*' Woman's love is faith divine, 
And the man who trifles with it 

Is an enemy of mine. 

**From the Father's throne in heaven, 

Down to earth, go, wing your flighty 
Tell him that his soul, in judgment. 

Answering all, is called to-night.'* 
But I pleaded with the Father : 

" If his spirit will repent, 
Will he not yet be forgiven?" 

And He answered : "I consent.'* 

Like a ray of light I fluttered 

From the portals of the sky. 
With the keys of life and death hung 

At my girdle, did I fly. 
Oft in dreams you've heard the rustle 

Of the robes my spirit wore ; 
Now you see its stately steppings 

On your velvet-cushioned floor. 

Like the Peri, I come searching 

For the tears repentance brings, — 
Tears which, on the heart of sorrow 

Falling, wake its woe-struck strings. 
Grief's deep groanings will be music 

Swept beneath the chastening rod, 
And the seraph's song will echo 

With your pardon straight from God. 

Life above you, death beneath you, — 

Choose this moment where you dwell — 
With the angels up in heaven 

Or the demons down in hell. 
*'God, forgive! I come repentant 

O Vanessa, sing again ; 
Lull my soul to its last slumbers, 

Wake it with a grand amen!" 
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Soul, receive thy pardon freely, 

While the holy angels wait 
To convey your redeemed spirit, 

Sweeping through the golden gate. 
Sleep the sleep of death ; 'tis easy. [ Wave wcmd.] 

Eepentance, faith, confession done, 
Sleep while singing, wake with singing: 

" Earth is lost, but heaven won!'' 
[Bepeat ** Come/ Come! ComeT as directed above.'} 



St 



WE ALL WISHES YOU WAS UP HERE." 



THE mother and child took the train for Long 
Branch ; 
The father brushed o& a sly tear ; 
From the car window baby threw kisses and said : 
" We all wishes you was up here! " 

A letter came soon from the mother and wife ; 

Enclosed was another from ' ' Dear ; " 
The child had dictated, the mother had penned : 

'* We all wishes you was up here ! " 

That night in the sleeper he dreamed they were dead ; 

He saw their white faces appear ; 
He heard o'er the battlements baby's clear call : 

'' We all wishes you was up here! " 

Next day in the cottage he took his sweet child 

And whispered close into her ear 
The thrilling love- words of a soul satisfied : 

*^ My baby, it's heaven up here ! " 
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HESS. 



[Imagine a rlyer; the girl on tliis side, the loyer on the other. The 
lover has a call each evening, which is a signal to ask if she wishes to 
row. The call is indicated on the staff below. Give call and answer in 
pure, clear, bugle-like tones. The girl answers as indicated on staff. 
Enter with expression of happy expectation, looking far over river. 
Call to right, and answer to L., then proceed.] 



THE CALL. 




It* 



-5^ 

La, ha, ba, ha,. . . . ha, ha, ha, ha. 

THE ANSWER. 



\ 






La, ha, ha, ha,. 



ha. 



THAT'S Jerry now calling me over the river; 
And I ? Was I answering, too? 
Well, when a dear fellow is calling so nobly, 
I can not help answering; could you? 

His calling, to me^ has a beautiful meaning. [Gi/ve call 

after "mer] 
It says : " Shall we row to-night, Hess ?" 
My answer [give it] bears over a glad woman's message, 
A willing aflSrmative — *' yes." 

Oh, often and often I've gone to the landing, 

And sat in the twilight and heard 
The mystical sound of the waters commingling 

With song of each happy night-bird ; 
And holy the hush of my spirit, where, burning 

Like altars, were prayers that I said. 
Till broken as if by the priest's benediction^ 

In music that thrills heart and head. lOive caU and 
answer,'] ' 
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And happy my heart in that light canoe floating, 

While tferry says: ''Answer my call !" \_I)o «(?.] 
And Echo, repeating, like Fate, all its meaning, 

Rings on with a voice still and small. [Give diminuendo 
echoes,'] 
And then there were whispers too low for an echo, 

Save down in my listening heart ; 
His smile and his glance and his eloquent silence 

Make all my love-pulses to start. 

But all of a sudden my Jerry is kneeling 

And, thinking he'd got down to pray, 
I reverently bow to unite with hie worship 

Such prayers as / might have to say. 
My heart was so full of its wild palpitating 

That I Govldnt just worship right then, 
But made up my mind if he lead the prayer-meeting 

I'd sanction each word with '*Amen!" 

For one blessed minute he kept such a bowing 

As mosques Oriental admire; 
I waited in vain for his eyes to be glowing 

Like coals in their altars of fire. 
Then raised myself slowly and peeped through my fingers 

To see — just what I could see; 
The rascal whom I had believed to be praying 

Was looking the same way at me I 

And when, seeking kisses, he said that my answer 

Could mean nothing ever at all 
But straightforward ''Yes, sir!" how ebe could I manage 

But lift my face upward and call? [Give call^ holding 
face in a manner inviting a hiss,] 
And Jerry then asked me if by that same token 

I'd promise to be his good wife. 
" I'll do it, dear Jerry, if you'll find a preacher 

Wlio, by it, will transfer my life!" 

"Agreed !" said the ferryman ; "I and the preacher 
Will call for you in this cpiioe!" 



i 

i 
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" You better not do it; I'm just sure to answer 

His questions as I've answered you!" [Answer laugh- 
ingly.] 
And Jerry went off and informed the good preacher 

That he was to marry a wife 
Of German extraction, who could not speak English, 

Not even to save her dear life. 
Out she could sing bugle-notes — and showed him the music — 

Which, stmff, meant invariably "Yes!" 
T'le preacher accepted the rascal's conditions 

To make him the husband of Hess. 
We stood in the boat, now confronting the parson, . 

Who grieved he'd my meaning to guess; 
But said that the music, if properly rendered. 

Should pass as pure current for '' Yes!" 
lie asked me the question if I would have Jerry ; 

I set my lips dainty and prim ; 
My head began swimming, and I only answered : 

"Why, preacher, of course, I'll have him!" 



LITTLE COOKIE-HOOKIE. 



M 



A MM A makes *e nices' cookies 
Ever see ; 
*N' us chill un all is hookies — 

'Speci'Uy me. 
'N* she puts a hole wight in 'em; 
Guess 'at's wight where she begin 'em ; 
Put your fin'r froo 'n' spin *em- 

V-v-vee ! [Put finger through cookie 
(ind spin it^ making onomatopoeia with voice.'] 

Oh, I won'er what about it, 

Wight in there 
Where you take your fin'r out it? 

Est *e air? 
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Pshaw ! They can't fool me. Mistaken? 
'S goodie in 'e cake^I reckon, 
Likn'e nuts 'at we's a-crackin' 

On 'e stair. 

I tan eat 'at \VV fellow, 

Ev'y bit ; 
'Tause it's est so soft 'n' mellow. 

Est a fit. [Over mauth.^ 
Cookie-holes is like marshmallows. 
Soft 'n' white like lily-callas; 
But the cookie round it's yellow's 

My liU' kit. 

Yellow's better' n any pippin; 

But 'e hole 
'S like 'e 'zerves 'e angel 's sippin'— 

'Brosia roll! 
Wouldn't mamma fink 'twas funny 
See me nibblin's est lak Bunny, 
Round 'e fairies' liT honey 

Sugar-bowl ? [HalfbUmg at the hole,] 

Guess in heaven 'ey don't have cookies — 

Est 'e holes [pouting] ; 

Guess in heaven 'ey don't have hookies- 
Poor li'l' souls! 

Angel food makes wings grow on me. 

Soft *n' fluffy like snow on me; 

Nuff'n' but zephyrs '11 blow on me, 

F'm Norf poles. 

[Reciter has eaten all except the na/rrow rim th(U is the 
periphery of the hole^ and stands studying the ini/rio(xte prob- 
I em of how to hegvn, on the hole so as to make sure qf eating 

it,] 

It's a puzzle how to eat it, 

But I'll try. 
[Eats at the air all around the sides of the ring.'] 



AND RECITATIONS N6, SS. ' 83 

Oh, I never will complete it — [Much perplexed] 

I'll est cry. [Pi'oceeds to do so cmd to 

talk,] 

Mamma said I'd go to heaven 

If I'd eat — four — five — six— seven, 

But I can't eat 'is one even — 

Oh, 111 diel [Drying furioibsVy.] 

"What's the matter, baby, dearie [mother speaks] 
Did you fall?" 

No, m'm. [Sudden change of face to srmle^ mis- 
chievous inquiry^ mingled with som£ wonder at the Tnother^s 
question^ a/nd swallow rest of cookie^ in a comical way^ and 
waltz off the stage^ mouth dosed amd tossing head with glee 
and sauciness^ and half singing^ half m^umMing the tone chil- 
dren frequenilA/ give on the letter " m " wh4>n enjoying food,] 

Tmali'l' fairy! 

When you call, 
" Come here precious li'P Sookie," 
You will miss your liT hookie, 
Who has eaten 'e li'P cookie — 

Hole *n' all. 



Lesson-Talk. 

This is a dainty bit of child-dialect, in which the child itself 
or an impersonator can do some very catching work. A good im- 
pression may be made by a little bit of childish acting before say- 
ing a word. Look at the cookie, hold it up, wave it about and 
bring it above and near the mouth as if about to bite it, smile, 
twist the head and the shoulders, walk along slowly and careless- 
ly, crossing the feet, standing on one heel, whirl around, pout at 
the cookie, study it hard, and add any childish manoeuvres. One 
good way to render the selection is to turn a large rocking-chair 
with its back to the audience, and get in it on the knees, facing 
the audience. Or it may be given walking about on the stage. 
After the last words are said, during which a coquettish bow 
should be made, the reciter may throw the head back, drop the 
remaining part of the cookie in the mouth, chew it up, hum some 
waltz and waltz off the stage. 
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THE SHERMAN TORNADO. 



IT was May 15, 1896. The city sat like a queen bathing 
herself in the vernal sunshine. The people were engaged 
in the peaceful pursuits of pleasure and business. Far to the 
southwest an ominous cloud was forming. In the northwest 
another cloud was moving along the horizon toward its neigh- 
bor. At the signal station the barometer stood at the dan- 
ger-point, but no alarm was sounded. With incredible swift- 
ness the two clouds approached each other. From the 
southwest the funnel was already moving to the northwest. 

Like an elephant's proboscis the awful shape descended, and 
then moved northeasterly in a gyratory, ricochet, jirogressive 
manner. The city of Sherman lay directly in its path. Many 
people stood and gazed upon the evolutions of the clouds, 
column rolling upon column, shadows deepening into inky 
darkness ; yet no one dreamed of the calamity that was com- 
ing. When within about five miles of the city, the death- 
dealing blast of the tornado's breath could be heard. The 
cloud from the north was sweeping toward the south to meet 
the other, and still the masses felt no fear. Just beyond the 
city limits it dashed into the tornado's face as though it would 
devour the aerial monster. For one minute there was an ab- 
solute pause in the tornado's progressive movement. It was 
as though two colossal wind-demons had met for the world's 
championship of meteorological phenomena. For a second 
the tornado retired along the line of its own wake, as if step- 
ping back for a good view of its antagonist, before swallowing 
it up in its all-devouring maw. Then the two dashed at each 
other with demoniacal fury. 

For a time there was no yielding, no advancing, on the 
part of either. The two gigantic forces were in mortal combat. 
From two hundred to three hundred yards high, clouds 
rolled upon clouds with appalling frowns, hisses and vocifera- 
tions. Evolutions and involutions of jet-black vapors suc- 
ceeded each ether with incredible swiftness. Long, ghoulish 
arms of sooty blackness shot out through the surrounding air 
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with their ragged fingers clutchiLg after everything in their 
reach. Objects that had been sucked into the vortex whirled 
and tumbled and spun as if a score of vortices were juggling 
with them. The fury of the elements increased till a universe 
might have beheld in awe, — fermenting, boiling, seething, 
rocking and swaying, dashing to right and to left, surging up 
and down, darting in and out in a thousand shapes and con- 
tortions. The vortical wind-motion and the cylindrical form 
of the upper part of the funnel were lost in the general maze 
of turbulence. Meantime, the tail of the awful spectre was 
lashing the ground like a whip, and there every object was 
beaten out of sight into the earth. The roar was heard as of 
a hundred heavy freight-trains moving abreast through the 
city. It thundered over Cemetery hill as though charging 
the dead to make room for a hundred more to-morrow. Then, 
for nearly two miles it rushed through the city, whirling and 
roaring and hissing, defying everything in its path, sweeping 
life and property from the face of the earth. The most mass- 
ive architecture was dashed to pieces and the inmates shot 
through the air with death-dealing velocity. People were 
found half a mile from their homes. Bodies were pounded 
into unrecognizable ma8ses,and dirt and gravel were beaten into 
victims' faces until parents knew not their children nor children 
their parents. Husbands did not know their dead wives, nor 
wives their dead husbands. Trees three feet in diameter were 
wrenched from their places and carried Imndreds of yards. 
Cattle were whirled through space like toj^s. 

The massive irons of the bridge were snatched up and 
twisted into fantastic shapes. Tombstones were torn from 
their bases and dashed to the earth with such force as to shat- 
ter them. Men, women, and children ; horses, cows, and 
hogs; houses, fences, and furniture, were scattered along the 
tornado's path in mingled confusion. No man will ever tell 
the complete story of this horrible whirlwind of the ages. 
The appalling horrors of the wind -demon's wrath stultify 
human comprehension as it stands awed and minimized in the 
presence of such gigantic forces. 

The utter desolation in the tempest's track has no vehicles 
of expression in human speech. Eyes of flesh that gazed upon 
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the horrors of the catastrophe could not fathom the black 
shadows that had forever darkened the hearts of men and 
women. Ears of flesh that heard the shrieks and groans of 
dazed and dying people could not catch the sob and sigh of 
soul wrung by the tornado's hand from the hidden springs of 
being. In the storm's track and out of it chaos was monarch. 
The tornado came and went so quickly that nine-tenths of 
the people did not know it till it was gone. The horrible 
calamity swept over the city with overwhelming suddenness. 
Many were prostrated at the news ; many more at the sight. 
The living suffered the agonies of the dying. Merchants for- 
got their merchandise; clerks abandoned their duties; pro- 
fessional men rushed from their offices ; negroes stampeded in 
wildest confusion; horses neighed and cattle bellowed as 
though the tempest's crash had quickened instinct into higher 
forms of intelligence ; women hugged their babies close, and 
children hung about their mothers' skirts — all mingling their 
cries with the death-dealing roar of the storm. People who 
stood and gazed at the awful spectacle, for a moment were 
paralyzed with awe, and then moved about like automatons. 

And yet, that ''touch of nature which makes the whole 
world kill " stirred human sympathies to the very centres of 
being, and men, women and children rushed for the scene of 
death and devastation. Every vehicle that could be used was 
brought into requisition. Everywhere, dead and dying, 
wounded and dazed people, filled the track of the storm. An 
old soldier, looking down the two-mile stretch of ruin, said : 
'' My God ! It looks like Shiloh !" The hot haste of sympa- 
thizing and dazed people rushing wildly over the scene, the scores 
of dead faces peeping from under heaps of rubbish and debris, 
the helpless groans of the dying, the shrieks of kindred over 
their dead, the swift hurrying to and fro of all classes of 
people, the sepulchral cries of hopeless searchers, the rumble 
of improvised ambulance corps, the two-mile stretch of deso- 
lation and death made ghastlier still by the garish gleam of 
the setting sun — this picture can never be forgotten by any 
man who has looked upon it. There was absolutely no time 
for funerals. Two hundred men were digging graves at one 
time. Almost every home was a hospitiil. Caste and class 
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disappeared, and the whole city for once stood on a common 
level. The tempest's vortex, which had drawn everything 
into its greedy clutches, had blown the hearts of the people 
together. Rich and poor; saint and sinner; learned and 
ignorant; men, women and children, felt the magnetic touch 
of one humanity and one God. Color -lines faded; racial 
prejudices vanished. Jew and Gentile, Spanish and Italian, 
German and French, Occidental and Oriental, mingled their 
tears in the common grief, and clasped hands in the common 
work of rescue. 

Old men and old women, bent and palsied with years, hob- 
bled out to the scene and gave their shriveled muscles the 
duty of dragging the dead and wounded from the wreckage 
of their homes. Strong men rushed for the place, and, with 
energies wrought up to gigantic strength, worked with a 
pant's will. Young ladies trudged through the mud, and 
drabbled their skirts in the slush to minister to the deso- 
late. Little boys were running errands with all but winged 
feet, or lifting rubbish with strength ten years beyond their 
age. Little girls, whose fingers had never known a harsher 
touch than a mother's caress, blistered their hands in removing 
debris, or tenderly lifted and bathed the storm-smitten faces 
of their companions. 

Tens of thousands of dollars were given to the victims or 
their survivors as a token of the humanity of the race; yet, 
in all this generosity, never a word was said about race, color, 
or nationality. It was a time when the hearts of all men beat 
with common impulse. It was a time when man thought of 
finite weakness and infinite power. With the tempest's up- 
ward whirl men's souls rose toward God. Old animosities 
were forgotten, social lines were blotted out, and the people 
were brothers and sisters. Negro men and women whose 
faces were as black as the tornado's breath, kept faithful 
watch over white men, women and children. Blessed women 
whose hands were as white as the fairest lily kept their vigils 
of mercy and love over colored men, colored mothers and 
their little ones. It was a glimpse of the brotherhood of man 
and of the fatherhood of God. 
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THE HAYSEED'S IMPRESSION OF THE 
SNAP SHOT MAN. 



I DON'T want to 'pear oncanny, 
Ner to speak what sounds tin-panny ; 
But I'm goin* to do the very best I can 
To repeat some simple stanzies, 
Whether kurkle-burrs or pansies, 
To throw down before the footlights for 
The 

Snap 

Shot 

Man. 

I've been feastin' on his clover 

Till I'm jist a-bubblin' over 

With the richness and the fatness of the Ian' r 

Thoughts of his makes one grow younger 

Till you can't hold in no longer, 

You're jist bound to holler "Bravo! " to 

The 

Snap 

Shot 

Man. 

I have never seen his lin'age, 

But I'll bet a mess of spinage 

That his pedigree's from Beersheeby to Dan? 

And I'll go a hundred dollars 

To a dozen hot tamales 

That his ancestor was Solomon, — 

The 

Snap 

Shot 

Man. 
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For ten years I've been a-waitin' 

For bis force to be abatin', 

But be coaxes still bis muse with lovin' han' ; 

And unless tbere's law ag'in' him, 

There won't be no let up in him, 

And the truth will keep a-rollin' from 

The 

Snap 

Shot 

Man. 

Takes a chaw of Burr- Oak Navy, 

Rolls his sleeves up, and, by Gravy ! 

Scratches streak-ed, strip-ed lightnin' from his brain I 

And he jist keeps on a-scratchin'. 

And the thoughts keeps on a-hatchin' 

From the mental incubator of 

The 

Snap 

Shot 

Man. 

I have read a heap of fiction 

And the masters of good diction 

And the epigrams of Franklin and George San' ; 

And the sayin's of the sages 

That have lit up all the ages; 

They ain't daylight, they're jist twilight, to 

The 

Snap 

Shot 

Man. 

There is lots of inspiration 

In the songs of every nation. 

And I wouldn't rob a single tribe or clan; 

But there ain't no use a-talkin', 

The*rn is jist old-fashioned squawkin', 
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Sang beside the classic mosic of 
The 

Snap 

Shot 

Man. 

I hain't got but one objection 

To this genius : His complexion 

Is a leetle bit too fine for this low Ian' ; 

For lie's livin' — hear uie, lis'n' I — 

In the next age, not in this'n' 1 

Jist as shore as his cognomen is 

The 

Snap 

Shot 

Man. 

His machinery gits to goin' 

And the current gits to flowin', 

With a power irresistible and gran' ; 

Turnin* every wheel and cog in 

Many a fellow's thoughtful noggin 

By this liglitnin' geared young dynamo, — 

The 

Snap 

Shot 

Man. 

Like a river ever flowin' 

Will his flood of thoughts keep goin' 

Till they break immortal on the golden stran' • 

But we can't know all his meanin*, 

For eternity'll be gleanin' 

When the Master of the Harvest calls 

The 

Snap 

Shot 

Man. 
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A SOUL THAT PASSED IN THE NIGHT. 



[This is the true story of a fourteen-year-old child lost on the plains 
of Texas. The mother is supposed to tell the story. Just after the 
Civil war closed she moved to Texas where her child wsis lost in the 
snow and frozen to death. After the burial of tbe child she moved 
back to Richmond, Va. A traveler from the East finds her abandoned 
home in Texas, and, observing that the place shows every evidence of 
former cultivation, he is curious to know its history. Learning, on 
his return home, that the mother is still living at Richmond, he goes 
there and asks her to tell him the story. J 

WELL, stranger, you're from Texas ? And 
you want 
To know the history of that old house 
On Double Mountain, and the marble slab 
Beneath the cedars in the yard ? You're just 
From there ? Sir, is the ivy leaf still green upon 
That little grave? Just like the memory 
Of that brave boy we buried there ! But how 
About the huge log-cabin that was once 
The ranger's home ? In ruins ? Ah ! just like 
The hearts and hopes that withered there long. 
Long ago. I used to live in Richmond, sir, 
Before the war. My husband's regal home 
Was typical of that superb old line 
Of aristocracy whose rich blue blood 
On the invader's sword has written old 
Virginia's history upon the ledge 
Of her eternal rocks. 

And we were proud 
Of lineage, of country and of home. 
But Grant was marching into Richmond like 
A mighty conqueror. One morning, there 
The bright sun rose from the Atlantic, kissed 
The domes and spires of her glad temples, and 
Poured forth a lustrous light upon the new 
Confederate flag that graced the capitol. 
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At noon, the Union flag was floating from 
That capitol, and our proud stars and bars 
Were trailing in the dust they honored so. 

Erelong the South 's right arm — the sword of 

Surrendered every Southern claim except 

Her honor. Ilalf-a-thousand slaves became 

Free men, and left us nothing but a home,-T- 

That home despoiled and threatened further still 

With devastation. Many faithful slaves, 

Now free men, said they loved the master's home 

Far more than freedom. They remained. We packed 

Our wagons then and there for Texas. Near 

The glad headwaters of the Brazos did 

We build the grandest prairie palace from 

The Llano Estacado to the Gulf. 

And Christmas came, — a happy Christmas eve, 

The snowcaps made fantastic figures on 

The window-panes, and wintry gusts blew their 

JEolian oratorios among 

The cotton woods and oaks and cedars there. 

And we were happy, sir; for, though 'twas cold 

Without, within there was a bright, warm hearth, 

And brighter, warmer hearts. Sir, do you know 

December's icy blasts are never bleak 

And desolate to huppy homes ? The deep 

Sepulchral moaning of the winds that sob 

And sigh beneath the eaves, makes music in 

The ear of Christmas time. That night men slept 

And dreamed of huntsman's spoils with horse and spur 

And rifle where the buffalos stampede. 

To-morrow they would realize their dreams. 

The morning came — pure, snow-white like the soul 

Of little Joe ; and with the brightening dawn 

My boy had thrown the field-glass on the plains 

And shouted : '' Antelope and buffalo 

Ten miles away ! Hurrah ! Hurrah ! Hurrah ! '' 

Twelve lusty huntsmen cheered. Three minutes more 
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And they were armed and mounted, while their steeds 

Were chafing at the bit and pawing at 

The snow, impatient of the chase they loved. 

My boy had led his pony to the stile, 
And, following, I, sir, just as mothers will, 
Pulled down his beaver o'er his ears, tucked furs 
About his neck, then snugly placed his feet 
Within the stirrups, and kissed him good-bye, 
I stood and watched them all, but chiefly that 
Brave boy. Then, as I turned toward the house, 
There came a mother's wish that he might kill 
Th3 biggest game of all. 

The field-glass showed 
The antelope had gone toward the south, 
The buffalo to northward. Then I sat 
And looked into the fire and saw the flames 
Leap up like antelopes, and other flames 
Look like the pony and my little Joe 
With gun a-firing at the bison. Sir, 
It was no common honor in those days 
To ride to victory on the bison's track. 
The men passed up tlie canyon to conceal 
Their coming from the keen-eyed game they sought. 
The day wore on. With glass in hand I watched 
The charge that drove the lordly buffalo 
Beyond the hills. I saw them not again 
That day, though often I surveyed the wholo 
Horizon's rim. Low in the west the sun 
Descended from behind a bank of cloud. 
Again I turned the field-glass on the plains, 
For night was coming on. In all that vast 
Expanse I saw one, only one, ray boy. 
I can not say that it was far or near. 
But on him quick I drew the focus fine. 
I saw his pony pitch this way and that. 
Stand on his hind feet, paw the snow, and kick 
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At objects which, when I discovered them, 

So horrified me that I rushed about 

The place exclaiming : ''Wolves! Wolves 1 WoIvcbI'' 

And when 
I looked again the pony was not there. 
My boy stood in the snow with upi*aised guil 
And held at bay the wild cayotes made 
Voracious by the scent of bison's blood. 
A score dashed down upon him and he fired, 
Then ran as they pursued. Ketreat and fire I 
Advance and fire ! Left face and Cre 1 Bight face, 
And fire ! — And some of them my brave boy slew. 
I saw their black forms lying in the snow. 
And yet still others came, their ivory teeth 
Now whetted for their dainty meal. Advance 
And fire ! Left face and fire ! Right face and fire I 
Ketreat and fire! — and run and fire and slay 

Them till thev dare no farther ! 

*/ 

Even while 
I looked, night fell upon the plains, — upon 
My boy — and me! Night came and brought the men, 
Without my little Joe ! They said he'd left 
Them long ago to come on home alone. 
Hour after hour they searched through forest, field 
And canyon, and each courier's report 
Was " Lost! Lost! " Angry winds shrieked at 
The windows: ''Lost! Lost!" Flames that in 
The fire sang cheerily that morn now wailed : 
" He's lost! Lost! Lost! " They gave me opiates. 
For I was frenzied in my grief. Still more 
They gave me until nature yielded and 
I slept — a broken, feverish sleep. But, oh ! 
Upon my fitful soul there comes a cry 
That would have wakened me within my grave : 
^' Mamma! Mamma!" 'Twas but the wind, 
they said. 
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Another sedative, and sleep comes on, 

Unnatural, artificial. "Mamma! oh 

My mamma! " liko a far-off, dismal wail. 

*' My child ! My child ! It is the voice of my 

Poor frozen child ! " " O mother, try to calm 

Yourself; 'twas but the screeching of the owl." 

" Go ! search for him, or murder be upon 

Your hands ! I heard — I heard his voice, I say : 

God made the mother's ear to hear — to hear 

Her baby's cry, and, hearing, God inspired 

Her to respond. Unbind my hands. Let Love 

Go where you fear. Untie these cords that press 

Into my flesh. You cowards! I corhmand 

You! Search again, or loose these fetters! Bind 

Those craven miscreants who dare return, 

And, empty-handed, nestle by the fire, • 

While freezing winds and hungry beasts and night 

And loneliness are preying on my child ! " 

I tore away at those base fetters with 

My teeth, till I was free. The men sat round 

The fire and cried like children, whining with 

Their frozen hands and feet. A look of scorn, 

A word of sliame, and I step forth into the night. 

Then, at the gate, my hand upon the latch, 

I pause and listen. "M-a-m-m-a! " comes chat 

wail 
Of woe again. I stagger on toward 
The sound. '' O m-a-m-m-a! *' like the dirge of all 
I loved. I rush along and listen. '* Oh, 
My m-a-m m-a! " as if echo caught it up 
And flung it wailing through the air woe- winged! 

My poor bewildered child, besieged by wolves 
And frozen in the snow, had sought for home. 
Yet knew not home when it was found ! And there, 
Down in the orchard, where so oft he'd played 
Among the apple-blooms, I found him — dead ! 
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JOE AND MEG. 



FROM childhood Joe had loved his faithful Meg, 
And Meg had likewise loved her faithful Joe; 
Until their boyish, girlish fondness had 
Become the one fixed passion of their lives. 
A thousand days of joy together had 
Been spent in frolic and in gleeful sport, 
While every cloud that passed seemed not to cast 
A shadow, but the rather to reflect 
The gorgeous tints of purple, orange, blue, 
And gold. Another thousand days went by, 
Like little cycles swung from angel hands, 
And set in diamond orbits — each a reign 
In which they were the only king and queen. 
And yet another epoch passed, and set 
Its garnet seal upon a thousand vows. 
But here the serpent's trail was seen across 
Their path in Paradise, for when they would 
Have plucked the ripened fruit of long-grown love, 
The firm parental edict came to eacli — 
" Thou shalt not wed ! *' It smote upon the cords 
Of life, until the sombre tones of grief. 
Of anguish and despair made answer from 
Within : ^' O Meg! be strong! The past has all 
The glory and the future all the gloom. 



(( 



My heart seems dead, but it shall live alone 
Upon the gracious food its love for you 
Shall furnish. I can never hope to call 
You mine. I see the barriers that rise 
Like mountains whose bleak, icy peaks uplift 
Between to chill and to destroy. And — it — 
Is best — for you — my Meg. My Meg no more! '' 
" Be patient, Joe," she said. " I have not loved 
A childish love, nor vowed a childish vow. 
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The storm is on, but while its stubborn force 
Is beating hard, love's grasp grows stronger, and 
I cling to you. Let Alps arise far out 
Above the eagle's home, and I will climb 
Their rugged steeps by day and night till I, 
With bruised hands and bleeding feet, shall stand 
Amid their everlasting snows with you." 

But hush I A rustle as of hasty steps 

Near by them, and they started to their feet, 

As well they might have done, in fear and dread ; 

For there before them stood the haughty form 

Of poor Meg's father. " What is this I see 

And hear? My daughter still rebellious to 

My will, and crooning vows by moonlight with 

The man whose birth and station are so much 

Inferior to her own? " Poor Meg! She would 

Have plead for Joe but that her voice was clogged 

With fear; and, like a frightened hare, she hid 

Her face upon his bosom, sobbing in 

Such wild confusion that her very soul 

Seemed almost spirited away. " O Joe I 

O father, please! " A hungry tiger whoso 

Dilating nostrils caught the scent of blood. 

The father sprang, revengeful, murderous, toward 

The hated robber. Meg was quick to see 

And quick to interpose; for, though she shrank 

And trembled 'neath that fierce, aggressive form. 

She stood between them, brave and true to both, 

Repressing father here and lover there, 

A mighty woman with a mighty will. 

With flashing eyes and quivering flesh, and lips 

Firm set, she felt that in her hands she held 

The scales for these two lives, and in them each 

One should be weighed that night. *' Dear father, Joe, 

Be calm. Let anger, hatrod, and revenge 

Enrage the ignoble of earth. Why, my 

Poor life is not worth thus contending for. 
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"Whatever it may have that's good shall be 

Forever yours — and — yours. May God above 

Us purge me with His spirit that I may 

Be ever worthy of you both. In all 

My twenty years of life I have not scorned 

At your authority. I do not scorn 

It now. And I would spare you every pain. 

I would contribute to your every joy 

By every inward exercise of power. 

By every outward show of my life's best 

Affection. I would give you peace. But I — 

I can not marry him you name, though he 

Should dower me with millions for each day 

I live. I can not — will not — sell my heart, 

For that would sell my honor. Purple and 

Fine linen would but clothe the wreck I should 

Be of my former self, and I would stand 

Condemned because I could not love him — ^he 

My liege lord, I his galley-slave. Grant him 

Enthroned the monarch universal, earth's 

Republics, kingdoms, empires paying tithes, 

And offering tribute to his majesty, 

Till all their countless millions, with bowed heads. 

In reverence speak his name, I'd rather be 

Cupbearer at his feet, a serf, than be 

Exalted at his side a queen. Tea, more; 

I'd rather take my sentence from you now, 

And build my ice-ribbed hut in banishment 

Amid Siberia's wilds, than suffer him 

To lead me to the altar, uttering vows 

That would belie my soul, and could but damn 

His life and mine. While you have plead so hard 

To show me that I was mistaken, I 

Have tried in vain to undeceive myself. 

And while your wealth has been contrasted so 

With all Joe's poverty, I've looked upon 

Your vast possessions with a daughter's pride, 

Yet found a richness in his heart beyond 
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The guinea's value — promising me bliss 

Which money could not buy nor poverty 

Destroy. While you have held before me your 

Ideal suitor, I have gazed upon 

Him from afar, in wonder thinking how 

I ever could adore. To disenchant 

Me, I have pondered on your arguments. 

Your pleadings and your prayers ; have made unfair 

Excuses that I could not see him, and 

When he did come, liave sent him home to brood 

Upon the fact that my life's spell at last 

Was unbroken — that I loved another. When 

You came upon us here, I had just told 

Him how I loved yoa, and that I must beg 

Forgiveness to obev your will. And he — 

He yielded ; not as cowards yield to force, 

But as a martyr, dying that I might 

Go free. And said that it was— best — for — Meg." 

" Then why do you stand here defending him 

When he has liberated you ? Why do 

You, like a whimpering child that cries for bread, 

Here, in his presence, reassert your blind 

Devotion? " '' 'Tis because you have attacked 

One who is capable of sentiments 

And sensibilities as lofty as 

Your own ; because I was his captive and 

He gave me liberty ; because there is 

A lifelong hunger here his martyrdom 

Creates, his life alone can satisfy." 

'' Then you defy me! Thoughtless child, beware! 

You little dream the consequence. I warn 

You once again and finally, beware ! 

When thus you bring disgrace upon our line, 

Which has, for long ancestral ages, been 

The proudest type of aristocracy, 

I'll disinherit you ! My money shall 

Not feed the vagabond. I did not make 
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Him poor; I will not make him rich. Decide/' 

" Your wealth is perishable, but my love's 

Eternal. Give me strength, O God, to bear 

A father's cruelty, and gratitude 

To love him evermore. Thou know'st I love 

Thee, and my father, too, and Joe. Oh, grant 

Me this one gracious boon, in perfect peace 

To love them both forever." '' Hush! " he said, 

And with his open hand he smote upon 

Her cheek, and left the cruel imprint of 

His fingers there. She staggered 'neath the blow, 

And for a time knew not her senses, but 

Uplifted her entreating hands and face 

Toward him, only to receive his curse. 

" Designing hypocrite! You pray and call 

Me cruel ; pray that I may yield to your 

Own selfish purpose. God has naught to do 

With your decision. Take your choice! " She stood 

And thought, and started, hesitated, prayed. 

A silent vow was registered upon 

Her life, and then she glided from him, waved 

Her hand in soft repulsion, resting her 

Whole destiny where she felt all secure. 

'' And what have you to say, sir, standing there 

So like a statue? " " Ha ! This statue, sir, 

Has life." " So have the brutes. Why did you not 

Defend? " " She seems to have the courage, and 

The judgment, too, to make her own sweet will's 

Decisions — which I heartily approve. 

Sir, see? She is quite able to defend 

Herself 'gainst everything except brute force. 

Whenever that must be resisted, sir. 

My strong right arm, death-charged and love-inspired, 

Shall strike." And then there was a stillness, like 

That awful silence which precedes the storm. 

And on each brow the black 'ning clouds of hate 

Were rolling their dark shadows over her 

Between. Once more she stood as arbiter, 
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And said : " O men, desist! While in my hands 

I catch your quick, hot pulses burning with 

Consuming fire, I beg you to be wise." 

Strong arms pushed Meg aside for safety, but 

The flash of steel upon her eyes brought her 

Again, with supernatural strength to send 

Them wide apart. " If you must kill, strike mel 

He can not help my loving him. The wounds 

Your words have made will render me 

Insensible to every stroke of that 

Bright dagger." Mad with rage, the father rushed 

For Joe, and drove the weapon to its hilt. 

Yet on they struggled, till, at last, Joe said : 

" Throw up your hands, or I will kill you; thrice 

A dozen times I could have murdered you. 

But would not slay your soul. Go now your way. 

And I will take my Meg, and promise you 

That she shall live in queenly happiness. 

Though in a humble cottage. Go ! " " I'll go. 

But when I close my door to-night, it shall 

Be barred against you both forever." Joe 

Stood looking, listening, till he heard the great 

Bolt turned that locked the father's house — 

His house and heart. Now, Meg and happiness. 

But, O what change ! that dagger quivering in 

Her heart! ''My God! My soul! My Meg! Dead! Dead! 

\_Snatehe8 weapon from> her iosom.'] 
O cold and murderous weapon, blushing at 
Your crime, baptized in her warm blood, I'll let 
You taste my own. \_Strike8 almost to his heart.} 

No ! stay, I could not be 
Forgiven then. O wax-like hands, that thrilled 
My senses with your magic touch, you lie 
So motionless and chill ! Uplift once more 
Those dainty fingers ; let me feel again 
Their loving grasp. O parted lips, that could 
Not utter one harsh word to me, leave one. 
Just one sweet benediction to my wrecked 
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And shattered life ! Ye hazel eyes, look not 

So fixed and glazed in death ! Time, Time, roll back 

Your ponderous wheels, and give one moment from 

The past ! O dear dead face, so chiseled by 

The Master Hand, I love you still ! O blest 

And hallowed passion that has burned upon 

That sacred altar for these many years. 

Reanimate those blanched cheeks, and paint 

The sea-shell's tint upon them once again. 

And breathe into that voice the same lute-notes 

Of otlier days. Thou, God, who gave, restore! 

O spirit of my dear dead Meg, speak from 

Those shoreless depths a seraph's love. I see! 

To-night her happiness begins in heaven. 

To-night her father's woe begins — in helll'* 

GAZELLE AND SWAN. 



[An American girl captured by the Barbary pirates was foancl to be 
so fair, in contrast with the "swarthy Moors," tiiat lEto was called 
'* Swan." It was the custom of these buccaneers to steal young girls 
from different nations and hold them for heavy ransom, li^e vessel in 
this case having been sunk in mid-ocean, no one ever knew of the cap- 
ture of the girl and no ransom was ever offered. She tells her own 
story.] 

YOU see that bleak old promontory there, 
That rises fourteen hundred feet above 
The ocean tide? It is Gibraltar. Once, 
Amidst the breakers that have bathed its feet 
And lulled its stony heart to sleep in storms 
For centuries, came a stately merchant-ship ; 
And I, the captain's child, eleven years 
Of age, the only passenger. I stood 
Within the semi-twilight, gazing on 
That rock of ages. 

Darkness came, and lo ! 
A sudden murmur swept the deck as though 
An ocean roller had passed o'er it. With 
Their grappling hooks, a hundred pirateers 
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Had scaled the vessel- s side, and claimed its life 
And cargo. 

'^ To your guns! " the captain cried, 
And ^'Pirates! Death to pirates! " yelled the crew. 
It was an hour that tried men's souls. I heard 
The death-engaging batteries, the clash 
Of scimitarras and of bayonets 

And spears, the tramp of struggling feet, the screams. 
The curses and the groans of men. And I, 
Cut off from all the human sympathy. 
Prayed God for help, for life. 

Down on the deck 
A rope was thrown, and quick I tied it round 
Me. ^"Keady ! Up, now! Pull! " But slash I heard 
The knife that cut me down and left me in 
The clutches of a Barbary pirateer. 
A horrible impetuous energy 

Now breathed my frightened spirit strength to wring 
Me from his grasp. I flew along the deck, 
While he pursued. I prayed the Virgin, made 
The sign, the blessed cross, and leaped into 
The sea. A moment more, and I was snatched 
Into a boat, a captive to the king — 
The swarthy monarch of Algiers. 

And so. 
For five long years, within the corsair's home 
I dwelt — a prize unransomed. Sporting in 
The gorgeous gardens of the palace of 
The king, a wild gazelle so charmed my sad 
And aching heart, I sought its friendship. 

Then 
Besought the king to call my new-made friend 
My own. He spoke my soul to joy : ' ' Gazelle 
And Swan, ye have my blessing! " Bending low, 
With royal suavity, he dared presume 
Upon a captive child to countersign 
His bargain with a most unrighteous kiss. 
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*' Thon Judas! to betray a monarch's throne, 

And robe it in hypocrisy 1 To pose 

As king, yet spread your purple vestment at 

A maiden's feet, and bid her press lier lips 

Upon that Moorish mouth of yours. Let France 

Or Spain or Italy or Greece yield up 

Their virgin modesty as captives to 

The libertine whom I defy ! In one 

Short word I speak the virtue of the world — 

Sir, I — am — an — American! I've barbed 

My words with scorn, and poisoned them with hate, 

And I have feathered them with plume-tips from 

A raven's wing, and shot their flaming points 

Like heated arrows from the bow-strings of 

My heart , thou whited sepulchre I ' ' 

I joined 
My pet where fountains played with sunbeams, and 
Where birds sang carols to their liberty, 
And orange-blossoms hinted Paradise. 
I frolicked, leaped and ran with my gazelle; 
Then threw my arms around his neck and told 
Him what he seemed to understand : '^ In all 
This sin -cursed city, you alone I love." 
I gazed into the lustrous beauty of 
His eyes, while, floating in their mellow depths, 
A spirit spoke love back to mine. 

And years 
Passed on, in which I dreamed of native land, 
Of love and heaven but not of liberty. 
I envied birds their wings and ships their sails ; 
And there were times of gloom when I would have 
Exchanged my intellect for instinct, so 
I might not think on freedom. 

But there came 
An order from the king that summoned all 
His captive maidens to his court. We knelt 
Before His Majesty, awaiting his 
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Commands. Yes, I knelt down as captives do, 
But my proud spirit stood erect and gave 
Its rightful homage only to its God ; 
For kings have-no dominion over the 
Unconquerable will. 

The edict read : 
''Imprisoned maids, with chariots drawn by wild 
Gazelles, the race-course ye shall enter; and 
To her who wins there shall be given more 
Than liberty . " 

A deep obeisance to 
The throne, and then, like pigeons flutt'ring from 
A trapper's net, we flew. And then, — oh, joy 
Of hope that bridged the broad Atlantic in 
A twinkling — hail, my native land, all hail I 

One chance in nve is mine — I'll take that chancel 

The day arrives. The pt)pulace:ha8 ::filled 

The spacious amphitheatre, and groups 

Are gathering to applaud their favorite maids. 

Concealed beneath the canopy hard-by, 

The charioteers await the signal. " Boom ! " 

And twenty thousand voices rend the air. 

' ' Boom ! ' ' and the five competitors drive forth. 

And stand abreast in the arena. Shouts 

Like thunder shake the earth, and every stall 

Is staking its last dollar who will win. 

I leap down from my chariot, caress 

My fleet-limbed racer, call him beautiful. 

And tell him if he wins, my liberty 

Is pledged for his own freedom. And his soft. 

Strange, mystic eyes begin to flash and flame 

And burn and blaze as with consuming fire. 

" Make ready! " and 'twere hard to tell whose heart 
Beat faster, — mistress or gazelle. Spain holds 
The inner circle; Italy is next; 
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Then France ; then Greece ; I at the outer wall. 

'^ Make ready ! Boom ! " and down that circling track 

Those grayhounds of the desert skim the earth. 

On, on, a quarter, neck to neck, and hoof 

To hoof, while cheers are loud and gongs are beat 

And bells are rung. 

I raise my slender reins 
And wave them o'er my courser's back, and speak 
The thrilling word I've taught him when he flies — 
" Kalulu ! " Wings are not more swift than are 
Those nine white stripes on either side of my 
Gazelle ; and, like a meteor, he shoots 
Through space, and leaves the whirling group of stars 
Behind. The cannons boom, and voices, coarse,^ 
Discordant, thunder their applause. Above 
The din and tumult wild, the Spaniard calls 
Upon her courier, and glides like some 
Envenomed, winged serpent to my side. 

I lash her with my whip, and lash again, 
Till she is writhing in her agony. 
Then, from a little scabbard hanging at 
Her belt, unsheathes a two-edged knife. 
And, with an archer's aim upon my heart. 
She hurls it like a javelin. Striking with 
Its hilt upon my upraised arm, it falls 
• Beside me, and — is mine ! A moment I 
Forget that we are racing — racing for 
A priceless prize. My vengeance, staring at 
Those black and snaky eyes, could tear them frona 
Their orbits, that they dared to even look 
Across the untrod path between me and 
My liberty. She speaks to her gazelle 
Some Spanish gibberish, and b-b-b^ like 
A rocket spins her car a length ahead. 

The thousands spring upon their feet, and stamp. 
And scream, and wave their banners high. Again 
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I breathe my talismanic word, and my 

Gazelle now forges forward swift and sure, 

His fleetness measured only by demand. 

My chariot's silver wheels go whizzing through 

The air, and glisten in the sunlight like 

A warrior's shield. " Kalulu ! Go ! '* I catch 

My breath as he outstrips the breeze. His feet 

Are striking fire in the sand. I hear 

The wind come singing, through his spiral horns, 

The bugle-note of — victory ! 

And what 
Is my reward? That I shall be the queen 1 
Why did I fly from *neath the lion's paw 
Into the lion's mouth? Captivity 
Were heaven, and hell this martyr's slavery — 
A slavery whose bonds are forged on soul 
And body, hope forever blotted out. 
And night sets in her everlasting reign ! 
A lamb led to the slaughter, meekly do 
I follow in the royal train, and on 
The threshold of the palace join the king. 
But here I pause — pause to rebel or die. 
Those trellised windows, tesselated floors. 
That golden chair of state, those queenly -robes — 
Abhorrent to my sight — and loathsome to 
The silent majesty of womanhood. 
" I marry you ! The murd'rer of my sire ! 
The chief of pirates! Never! " " You are now 
The queen of all Algeria.** " The queen ! 
And what is that but abject slavery? 
A curse to haunt my conscience and to blight 
My soul ! Hold off ! For once I'll play the queen, 
And you the subject. Listen how a queen 
Can exercise authority which kings 
May envy, but can not control. I swear 
By the eternity of virtue. No I 
Again I swear by chaste Diana's lips, 
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Forever never ! " ^' Guards, condact her to 

The court ! " " As if your courtiers had the power 

To temper an immortal spirit ! Move, 

And you advance upon this poniard's point. 

I shun the thought of your embrace as I 

Would shun the cobra's coils ! ' ' My heart, like some 

Long-pent volcano, boils and seethes, until 

Its red-hot lava bursts, and bums its way 

Along my arteries to — liberty ! 

St riJces Mm with poniard. 

In death, kings fall as low as peasants do. 

I did not marry, but I slew your chief. 

Ye guardsmen, listen well. His dying words 

Award that which his royal edict could 

Not force. The living whisper fear — the dead 

Speak mightily. His behest is to me 

His throne ! Death-smitten men do nobler deeds 

In one short hour within the twilight of 

Two worlds than in an age of manhood's strength. 

And so, ye guards, I am the queen of all' 

Algeria. My reign is short. I have 

But one law to enact. This night conduct 

Me to the seas, and give me passage on 

A vessel bound for native land, and I'll 

Transmit to your own hands my unworn crown." 

O beautiful ship. 

You rock and you dip 
On billows that break on the beach ; 

Outride ocean tide. 

And quickly abide 
Where love is the author of speech. 

Sweep on o'er the sea, 

For I'd rather be 
Where liberty's watchword endears 

America's scenes 

And uncrowned queens, 
Than bride to tho king of Algiers* 
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THE FELLOW WITH THE GRIPPE. 



A MAN comes mopin' round you in a melancholy way, 
As if that spook Despondency had chased his smiles 
away ; 
A-humping up his backbone like a territory shoat ; 
His vertebrae projectin' like a hat-rack through his coat; 
His knees a-knockin* juba to the clatter of his teeth ; 
Round which his lips arecurvin' like a patent-leather sheath; 
His eyes a-runnin' water and his tongue a-lettin' slip 
Most questionable English — say, that fellow's got the grippe. 

He'll take a chair and set you wh'r' you want him to or not, 
And tell you of just thirty-five diseases that he's got; 
He'll tell you that his backboue is the achin'est of spines, 
And that the thing's disj'inted in the region of the I'ins; 
His shoulder-blade is pasted to his liver or his spleen : 
The pains a-shootin' through his j'ints would make a saint 

feel mean ; 
And then he'll set and mouth around, and chaw his under lip, 
A-cussin' sorter under's breath — that fellow's got the grippe. 

His bones feel kinder jelly-like, as if they'd been compressed, 

And, when the surgeon splintered 'em, was mighty badly 
dressed. 

His flesh feels like it had been run through some old sau- 
sage mill; 

The Furies that had turned it are a-grindin' on him still. 

His stomach's dislocated, and he's lost his sense of taste; 

There's just one thing that shows it ain't teetotally effaced; 

That's good rye whiskey ! He tastes that! You bet it does 
equip 

A busted-up anatomy for raslin' with the grippe. 

He ain't got no more patience than a rabbit, when a dog 
Is crowdin' him for quarter to the nearest hollow log. 
He's like 9^ trashy volume that you've laid upon the shelf— 
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He ain't no good companion — ain't on good terms with his- 

self! 
Why, fifty rounds with Oorbett wouldn't make him feel no 

worse ; 
And every passin' vehicle reminds him of a hearse. 
He'll cuss the world by paragraphs, and may give you a clip; 
Don't lay it up ag'in' him, friend, — that fellow's got the 

grippe. 

His bones and muscles 's hardly in it — they're just aches and 

pains ; 
A half-way sort of mushiness is answerin' him for brains; 
The fibres and the tissues that they say most folks has got 
Takes time about a-freezin' and a-gittin' scaldin' hot. 
It hurts his feelin's, and I judge it hurts his morals, too; 
For his religion, once mixed with it, never makes it through. 
Low mutterin's of the nether world roll from his under lip; 
He may have had religion, but — it don't go with the grippe. 

His life was once all colored with the rosiest of hues, 
But now his liide and tailor's saturated with the blues. 
He wonders why the gracious Lord has ever let him live 
To see the day he would to goodness never had arriv'. 
The doctors don't know nothin'c The professional galoots 
Are bringin' on diseases, with the drug-stores in cahoots; 
There's some newfangled misery that's just about to rip 
The seam 'twixt soul and body! Ah, you bet he's got the 
grippe. 

He wheezes through his goozle like he'd awallowed banjo 

strings 
Tliat twisted in his thorax round a lot of other things ; 
His vocal apparatus makes a coarse sepulchral growl, — 
'S if he were prince of demons and his business was to howl. 
He's lost at least'ten pounds a day for fifteen days before; 
He looks jest like an X-ray picture — bones and nothin' more ! 
The lights of life are gittin' dim as old-time '' taller dip;" 
And darkness veils the universe! The fellow's got the 

grippe. 
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There ain't no nse a-talkin% friend, yon can not sympathize 
With victims of this malady just through your ears and eyes ; 
You've got to feel the symptoms creepin' up your vertebrae, 
And gnawin' at your vitals in an all-devourin' way ; 
Expectin' naught but death, and yet expectoratin' much, 
A-coughin' up your ribs and lungs and doctors' bills and 

such; 
A-hatin' all humanity, which you would like to whip ; 
These fellow-feelin's make us kind, because — we've had the 

grippe. 

For sheer abomination search where'er you may or can. 
The grippe's the most infernal thing that ever pestered man. 
Don't ever say you've had the worst disease that curses earth 
Till this one takes your assets and just shows you what you're 

worth; 
For when its thunder 'n' lightnin' strike, they strike you 

mighty hard, 
And leave your constitution and your Christian armor scarred. 
Keep body 'n' soul in this world — in the next one you may 

slip 
And fall ten thousand fathoms down into the devil's grippe I 



THE GAMUT OF MERRY MOMUS. 



[Enter laughing heartily, and, after taking your position, suddenly 
put on a very long, sanctiiinonious look, and hold for a moment, and 
speak the first sentence. Then quickly burst into laughter.] 

Man is the only animal that laughs. [Zaugh as if it 
were a good joke on the brute creation. Assume the 
sanctimonious look amd proceed,^ It is his sole and supreme 
prerogative. [La/ugh hea/rt/Uy,\ It is, in fact, liis duty 
to laugh. [La/ugh violently^ making some material change 
in its cha/roAster from either of tlie preceding,^ His risi- 
bilities are just like the slumbering forces of a vo)can-o-o- 
0-0 \lcmgh it out^ but with an effort to restrain it\^ lia- 
ble to break out at any ha-ha-ha-ha-lia-ha-lia-ha. [ Very 
heartily.] Blessed be the man who invented laughter. 
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[Quiet J 9fappreB8ed laughter^ sides shaking with some force^ 
cmdfdce showing dbstrdcted delight,^ 

Laughing is catching. [Look at audience as if to say: " / 
see you are a living illustration of that Pruth/*] 

There is a vast difference between a laugh [jpronotmce cor- 
recUy'] and a laugh. [Fifth sound of ^' a'* pronouruied very 
msipldly,'] Probably about the same difference there is 
between " calf*' and '' calf " [make sa/me distinction in pro- 
nouncing]^ which is about the same as the difference between 
^*soft" and "saft;" which is about the same as between 
something and nothing. 

The laugh is a sign of character. The man who can not 

perform this internal and facial role is to be pitied and 

watched. It adds nothing to the historical character of Jona- 
than Swift to publish the fact that he never smiled at all. On 
the other hand, it was a very creditable act of the boy who 
stood on the burning deck that he never smiled again. 

Richelieu's Julie says, *' A smilelebs man, I fear and shun 
him." Shakespeare sets it down that ''one may smile, and 
smile, and be a villain." [Zook to the right ohUque^ d/rano 
corners of mouth down^ nostrils up^ cheeks up^ outside ends 
of hrows up^ and force a smile through the face held ^U8.'\ 

There are almost infinite varieties of mirthful expression : 
[Full force with change of attitude to aid in transition. Now 
lift voice into delicate and airy tones,] From the gentlest 
hint of a smile that flashes over the face like the sudden touch 
of an angel's wing [now careless, easy-going mam/ner']^ to the 
old-fashioned grin that makes a grimace of the whole counte- 
nance, ears and all [give the grin in a comical way"]; from 
the daintiest musical ripple, coming from the throat like the 
song of a happy bird [give it if you can] to the loud guffaw 
of the boor and isavage [give it if you unsh]/ from the hollow 
vociferations of the soulless body, to the rich and mellow 
cadences that carry something of divinity within them. 
[Climax voice a/nd gesture on " divinity.^ ^] 

The man who keeps a clear conscience, and is successful in 
business, wears a perpetual look of satisfaction, thus: [Oive 
it] Some persons rarely ever laugh aloud, but are often 
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seen to smile, thus: \_Oive a good smile.'] If this person 
should inherit a million dollars, he would quietly exhibit his 
joy in a manner something like this : [^Extremely rapturous 
smUe^ with any comical attitude or movements ofhody^ hands^ 
feet^ arms and head^ and with any facial griTnaces the per- 
form,er m,a/y select.'] Some very fine people and some lan- 
tern-jawed people impose the entire smiling gymnastic 
on one corner of the mouth; thus: [Imitate,] This is 
an unconscious act performed by those who are in the 
habit of getting corners on grain, cotton, etc. [Alternate 
the corners and put a severe look between the two acts,] Scorn 
is very frequently couched in a smile, thus : [Smile scorn- 
fully J eyes oblique ^and head thrown haughtily backwa/rd,] 

Sometimes we become so exceedingly ecstatic that our 
whole physiognomy is transformed into a statue-pose of joy, 
thus: [Zook absolute ecstasy,] The hen-pecked husband, 
while giving vent to his hilarity, presents a visage that is dif- 
ficult of interpretation, but which the most recent researches 
in the science of Semeiotics declare to be precisely this: 
[Zong, sa/ncti/monious look, with sides shaking and shoulders 
rising am,d falling ^ and a forced^ lubberly laugh,] As you 
readily perceive, the expression just given appears to be only 
partly human — with a preponderance of the — divine. This 
fact you will more fully appreciate when you are informed 
that it is a faithful reproduction of a photograph taken from 
the face of a deceased husband in No-Man*8 Land shortly af- 
ter he had died of a fit of uncontrollable laughter. 

Peck's bad boy, after arranging for his unsuspecting father 
the gun that was 'loaded for bear,** manifested his filial af- 
fection in this manner : [A suppressed^ but brimful am,d mis- 
chievous as well as triumphant^ expectant^ stealthful^ half 
smile, half grin, to the right oblique, the right hand pointing 
towa/rd the father, the left clutching over the chest or face, the 
body stooped forward,] Occasionally, a fellow laughs by and 
during exhalation : [Do so making rasping, ga^pvng noise in 
the throat by the inhaled air coming in contact with the partly 
closed vocal ligaments,] This person has a good appetite 
and wants the whole world. A liberal percentage of man. 
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kind display their jollity by turning loose an ^olian harp 
somewhere in their vocal machinery, thus: [£afplode the 
tones in a stringy set of sounds^ like those of the harp.'] A 
certain species of the genus "homo" can not laugh freely 
and naturally, and hence they must force the operation, thus : 
Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha. [^Give the fifth sovmd of'^a,'*^ 
making it shorty and laugh in a very forced way^ shaking 
the sides greatly^ and elevating and dropping the shouldeTs^ 
without onepa/rUcle of facial movementy the eyes held in a 
vacant stare,] 

The chuckle of triumph is often unhappily displayed by 
both men and women, thus: \_Chuckle during inhaidtion, 
making quick Utile strokes of voice one-third cupira^ion^ 
smiling triumpha/nUyj and shrugging the shouMere^ espe- 
cially the right one^ towa/rd which the face is turned,] Once 
in a great while, a boy gets * ' tickled " in church with a great 
big laugh that ho can scarcely contain, and as this specimen 
of humanity is so strictly original as to defy all successful 
imitation, we can only approximate his performance : [SvtJc 
head into shmdders (md bring shoulders up; lips dosed tight^ 
jaws puffed out fvU^ eyes left oblique^ face eaepressvoe of be- 
ing uncontroUdbly tickled,] Many species of our race never 
change features at all ; they laugh and cry with identically 
the same expression. Such persons are said to be "fixed." 
Old Sambo never fails to exhibit his felicity in a broad, deep 
"hy-uh, hy-uh, hy-uh, hy-uh, hy-ah, hy-ah, hy-ah, hy-ah." 
[Make it deep and coarse^ with shoulders and chest moving 
vp and down with each guffaw^ and the whole body " loose 
lUi^ free'*^ in invitation of the negro,] 

The lawyer finds great satisfaction on the syllable fee, 
{Spell it J ajid laugh on ^fff-fffee-ee'ee'ee-ee-ee.^^] 

The milkmaid turns a merry ])eal on "So. So-o-o-o-o-o, 
Brindle, so-o-o-o-o, so-o-o-o-o, Brindle, so-o-o-o-o." \MaJce 
the tones light and airy^ affected and coaadng,] 

The old miser looks upon his gold, and snarls out his de- 
light, as though ho was afraid someone might get a little roll 
plate of it, thus: {Faxiefull of avarice,^ greedy deUgkt f fea- 
tures droAJon toward centre / lips closed tight amd somewhat 
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ptickered. Snarl out the laugh on "hu " toith short '' t^."] 
Down in the cities, the policeman laughs on the syllable h-e-y^ 
thus : [SpeU it^ and tcse second sound ^ " ^," caUi7ig.'\ 

The banker explodes on " p-a-y." [Spell it^ amdJUl lungs 
fuUj then drive the air into the mouth and hold it therefor 
a moment much condensed and then make the "^ " very ex- 
plosive j and dwell on the long "a."] The farmer says, 
'*Hay, hay, hay, hay, hay, hay." [Bather gruffly.'] The 
teamster says, " Haw, haw, haw, haw." [Mouth open wide 
and entire action boorish,] The woodman makes the forest 
ring with ^'hew, hew, hew, hew, hew." [Make it different 
in tone and character from any preceding,] It is singular 
that a man always laughs on the word "h-e-r." [ Use quick, 
short strokes,] It is equally singular that a womam, al- 
ways makes use of the word "he." [Use it in any ridicu- 
lous way,] Many individuals have their risibilities all right 
on the surface, and they laugh all the time and at everything 
and without the slightest provocation. Such persons are 
good for the blues — in the other fellow. They laugh when 
they say " Good morning," and when you call them to din- 
ner ; they are superlatively tickled at the jingle of the supper 
bell, and they laugh again when they say " Good night." In 
fact, they laugh in their sleep. This class of persons is com- 
posed exclusively of married men. Their spouses never know 
the real cause of their nightly hilarity. These husbands leave 
a smile on their faces when they die— and sometimes on the 
face of the surviving wife. 

The jolly sailor heaves a rollicking " Oho-oho-ho-ho-ho- 
ho. " [Lav^h heartily,] It is a great transformation from 
the long, sanctimonious mask of the Pharisee to the broad 
Bmile of the honest man. [Make the first and then graduate 
into the other,] A boy goes with his best girl, and says 
something very clever, and she laughs : [Run the scale up- 
ward a/n entire octa/ve on " he-e-e-e,'*^] Then she says some- 
thing awfully funny, and he repeats the musical notation. 
[Scale upwa/rd on '^ A^."] Then he gives her some gum, 
and she laughs again, — '' Ah-ee, ah-ee, ah-ee, ah-ee, ah-ee," 
chewing and laughing with silly delight. But she can not 
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chew very long with the mouth open, bo she closes her lips 
and continues until she is suddenly stopped by the act of 
swallowing and strangling : l^eep lips closed and chew rab- 
idly and violently. Laugh heartily ^ suddenly stopping with an 
air of being strangled^ and with lightning transformation change 
fa^e into fright After holding for a moment ^ change to a pleas- 
ant smile.^ 

Some very goody-good people never laugh at all. They draw 
their saintly robes about them and stand aJoof from joy, as if 
in fear of profaning their virgin souls with those peculiar 
facial gyrations that constitute a smile. They believe smiles 
to be the exclusive property of simpletons, and an outright 
laugh to be open sacrilege and blasphemy. While the nations 
are rejoicing in the providence of God, they believe the world 
is going to the dogs and the dogs are going to the devil. This 
is the manner in which they foreshadow their rapturous de- 
light. \_Long^ woe-hegoneface with the hmt of a evmle peep- 
vng through.'] While they/b/'^shadow their own joys in this 
way, they ^t;ershadow the joys of everyone else. 

The astonished girl says "Oh," thus : \^Run vp cmd down 
the chromatic scale in a co7nical way."] Some gushing lassies 
froth and foam thus : \^Rim up the scale cmd step suddenly^ 
with a comical look on/ace; then down and step; then down 
and upf terminating with the highest possible pitch on a stac- 
cato eighth.] The ordinary small boy, when his brother is 
passing under the rod, manifests his sympathy in this man- 
ner: [jPalm, over face vertically. Looh through ji/agers^ hody 
hent. ChucMe ta/ntalizingly a/nd with intense delight.'] 

Quite frequently, in other parts of the United States and 
in some parts of Europe, we have the smile of love, thus i 
[Head to one side^ jaw devitalized^ tongue resting in view 
against lower lip^ upper lids droop ^ silly smile.] Some peo- 
ple, who can not laugh outright, must content themselves 
with a simple grin : [Give it in a silly way.] Then there is 
the sun-grin. \Qive it.] The affected girl butchers the act up 
thus : [Lav^h very affectedly up and down the scaUy using 
comical and coquettish facial and bodily movem,ents.] Once 
in a while, an individual puts a sort of "araeu *' to hie laugh: 
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[Laugh heartily and close on a falsetto ^'h-ee-ee^^^ running 
down the scale. Repeat the laugh and close with " hoo-ee^^^ 
long drawn and heavy,'] Some sweet little babies are just too 
sweet to live when they laugK They go at it thus : [Coo'ng 
gentle laugh for a while ^ and then cry with a squalling tone 
am,d a grimaced face,] Very frequently, an actor finds that 
the galleries and the parquet contain two entirely distinct 
classes of people. In order to please both classes, he is driven 
to the necessity of smiling with the upper portion of the face 
and crying with the lower portion thus: \I)o itJ] Or, vice 
versa : {Do it.] Occasionally the friend on our left is in tears, 
while our neighbor on the right is in glee. The happy dis- 
position of being able to adapt one's self to such circumstances 
is manifested by crying on one side of the face and laughing 
on the other, thus : {Do so, holding a sheet of pa/per over one 
side and then over the other and finally remove it from both.] 



THE PICANINNY'S CYCLONE. 



^^\ T[ 7HA' you doin' out dar^ Sammy? 

V V Wha' fer gazin' at de sky? 

Wha' you see up dar so higli? 

Gwineter laugh er gwineter cry? 
Chile^ you skeer yo' po' ole raammyo 

*' Wha' de worP de matter, Sammy? 

You got visions in yo' eye? 

You see angels swingin' by? 

You been hoodooed ? Tell me why 
Mek you do so cu'ous, Sammy? ^' 

^^ Wus'n any hoodoo, mammy! 

Hit's a cyclone comin' sho! 

See dat funnel? Hyuh dat ro'? 

Mek you fall down on de flo' ? 

Mek yo' bref come hard and slow? 
Why, you §k§^r yo' little Sammy i 
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/' Wlia' de worP de matter, mammy? 
You's almos' as white as snowl 
Dyin'? Lawd, doan let her go! 
Good Lawd, bar de cabin do' I 
Oyclone gone; de win' lay low; 

Picaninny safe wid mammy 1 " 



MP-TA-TA ! 



A Boa/rding- House Idyl. 

[This selection will be excellent as an encore. It strikes rifflit to the 
heart of persons who have been cursed by the average boardinff-hoase 
piano or organ. Let some person play these chords in time with the 
reciter each time, or let the person do it himself. Take the chord of G. 
On first line hum G for *'Mp/' and B for "ta" each time. Then on 
lower C sing or hum C on '* Mp,*' and E for "ta" each time. On D 
hum D for ** Mp." and F sharp for '* ta " each tima Then close with a 
long hold on G, with tbe ''H'mmmmmml" The reciter may panto- 
mime the hand, arm and body action of the imagined performer, and 
can waltz off the stage at the close, as the time is appropriate.] 

ONCE, a maid with golden tresses. 
Fond of flounces, puffs and dresses. 
Just the age to coax caresses 

From her beau. 
Had an overwhelming passion 
For the organ a la fashion^ 
And the boarders* daily ration 
Was just so : 

G-mp-ta-ta — mp-ta-ta, 
C-mp-ta-ta — mp-ta-ta, ['*-4" ew m ** had/'] 
D-mp-ta-ta — mp-ta-ta, 
G-H'mmrammmmm ! 

Day and night she pumped the bellows*, 
And her tiny heart would swell as 
Big as any little fellow's 

That's in love. 
And she'd warble "Annie Eooney," 
" Kiss me Quick," and '' Ain't She Spooney ?'» 
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Till the boarders, getting looney, 
Swore by Jove 1 

[Repeat refrain: *' G-Mp-ta-ta — mp-ta-ta^eto.^ staccato.] 

Hideous noise excruciating ! 

Files and grindstones rasping, grating, 

Murdering sleep, and nerves berating, 

Foul or fair ! 
Still the keys continued clashing. 
And the teeth continued gnashing. 
As the chords continued crashing. 

Through the air, 

[JSepeat refrain: " Q-Mp'ta-ta^^^ etc.j very fast a/nd im- 
pudenUy.] 

Thus she entertained her lover. 
While this jargon seemed to hover 
Like a star of hope above her,— 

All aflame ; 
And the blissful couple tarried 
Till they were betrothed and married. 
And the wedding-march they carried 

Was that same : 

[Repeat refrain : ^^ G-Mp-ta-ta^^^ etc.^ inarching to the ac* 
cented note, ] 

Then they played duets to bore us. 
Cats and dogs joined in the chorus, 
Pandemonium reigning o'er us 

All the while. 
Why, the very air was hazy. 
But this little dude and daisy 
Pounded on till they went crazj^. 

In this style : 

[Repeat refrain: '^ G-Mp-ta-ta^^^ etc.j effusively.] 

Then they brought in every cousin, 
Aunt and sister by the dozen, 
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And they kept the thing a-buzzin' 

Till it burst. 
All the boarders shouted " Glory 1'* 
Waved their red bandanas gory, 
Till that vast old upper story 

Seemed accursed. 

[Eepeat refrain: ^' G-Mp-ta-ta,^^ eto. Make U ^^ Mp-te^' 
a-dee-a^^ each tirne^ with fifth sound of^^a,^^ as in 
' ' air. * * Close with open mouthy * ' Wa-a-a. ' *] 

By some evil genius guided, 
Loved and lover suicided, 
And this last request confided 

To their ma : 
*^ Bury the organ with us, madam, 
And we'll make the shade of Adam 
Feel as if the goblins had him 

When we paw : 

" G-Mp-ta-ta — mp-ta-ta, 
C-Mp-ta-ta — mp-ta-ta, 
D-Mp-ta-ta — mp-ta-ta, 
G-H'mmmmmmmmm?" 

\Broad ^^tah-tah,'' Make it heam/^ with any oha/rader- 
istio action and face. Eoen grimaces may he uaed^ 
if need J)e.'\ 



ART ARTISTIC. 



[This is intended as a comic lecture by a small boy or girl in am>ra 
priate costume. Let pompousness of manner characterize the speaker. 
Any stage- setting or accessories may be added.] 

Ladies and gentlemen, especially the gentlemen, and more 
particularly the young gentlemen : I am here to-night to dis* 
cuss one of the fine arts, — ^the art of kissing. Lend me youi 
ears that you may the better understand how to manipulate 
your lips. Few persons may hope for proficiency in sculp* 
ture, painting, architecture, or music; but any young max 
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may arrive at distinction with his labials, providing he has 
ambition and perseverence, tempered with that degree of 
boldness which insures success in any business. Kissing is 
the oldest art among men, — or women, for that matter. It 
is the most venerable of social customs. Having had its ori- 
gin amid the lilacs and clover blooms of Eden, it has had its 
patron saints in each succeeding age. It is an art that is not 
obscured by cumbersome technique or bewildering termi- 
nology. All nations and all ages understand its application 
and its meaning. No beginner need be discouraged. In the 
language of the immortal John Wesley, ''the world is your 
field 1" 

There have been artists in this line who, if their cunning 
could be known, would rival Wagner, Michaelangelo, or 
Thomas Edison in their respective arts. These persons can 
not be taught. They know it already. But there are also 
hosts of bunglers, and to this class only do I wish to address 
myself this evening. Any artist in this line who may be 
present may now retire, as he will hardly be edified by this 
lecture. I pause that any such may withdraw. None? 
Then I conclude that I am addressing an audience of ama- 
teurs in the art of kissing ; and this being the case, I shall 
proceed to instruct you in the way you should go, so that 
when you are old you will not depart therefrom. 

By way of introduction, I wish to say that if there is one 
time in life more than another when genuine pluck and cour- 
age are needed, it is when the timid swain tries to plant his 
trembling lips upon the luscious labials of his dearest dear — 
especially if it is his first effort. There are old-timers in the 
business who can perform this gymnastic with as much ease 
as if biting a mellow apple. But these have long been given 
over to hardness of heart and reprobacy of mind. 

The man who puckers his lips as though he had eaten a 
green persimmon, before beginning this role, should be ar- 
rested for cruelty to animals. Don*t, on the other hand, let 
your lips drop down into innocuous desuetude. Don't open 
your mouth too wide ; people don't want to kiss your teeth. 
Young man, before beginning this delicate operation, take my 
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advice and look under the sofa to be sure that some little 
brother is not secreted there. It might interrupt the pro- 
ceedings, or mar the perfection of the execution, or embar- 
rass you. It won't make any material difference with the 
girl as long as you succeed, but it might perhaps disturb the 
serenity of the family and make a breech in your love for 
your little brother-in-law. If, by chance, you shouM get so 
excited as to forget to look under the sofa, and you should 
be confronted by the young villain immediately after the first 
smack, give him a dollar and tell him to draw on you for any 
amount for hush money ; it will be expensive, but it will keep 
matters more tranquil. 

Again, don't pounce down on a pair of tender lips like a 
king-fisher on a herring. Don't be greedy about them ; they 
will keep. If the family room adjoins the parlor, you had 
better wear a muffler over your mouth. It will diminish the 
volume of sound, and taste quite as well. Besides, the old 
gentleman will not be led to believe that the dog is lapping 
in the water-bucket. 

One of the most social modes of kissing is to catch both 
sides of the lady's bonnet, if she should happen to wear a 
sunbonnet, and snugly ensconce your physiognomy into the 
same and enjoy the fun privately. But don't glue your face 
to hers like the seal of eternity ; you are liable to disjoint her 
nose and spread the nasal appendage over entirely too much 
territory. A^ain, don't commence as soon as you arrive in 
the hall. Don*t go at it with your hat and cane in one hand, 
and your overshoes in the other. You are sure to make a 
botch of it. Don't make a regular piratical cruise of it. Be 
easy. Don't twist the woman's head around till you can hear 
the bones crack in the back of her neck, and don't glue your 
face to hers and have a good time all to yourself. Give the 
woman some show. If your heart begins to fiutter, *' let *er 
flutter,** but go steadily on. Fortune favors the brave. You 
will be on an equal footing with her, for she'll be palpitating, 
too. 

The most artistic manner of taking and delivering a kiss is 
as follows : Stand a little behind her, just on the right side. 
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Place your left arm diagonally about her periphery, letting it 
extend from the scapulary ossification to the lateral of the 
thorax; or, in other words, from the shoulder-blade to the 
belt buckle. If she doesn^t happen to wear a belt buckle, the 
arm will get there all the same. Impart a little contractile 
elasticity to the left biceps, which will in a measure devitalize 
the damsel's entire anatomy ; at which junction it will be per- 
fectly proper for you to support the statue on your left shoul- 
der. Now take your right phalanges and smooth back the 
golden .ringlets from her alabaster brow, or words to that ef- 
fect, and, as you tenderly incline the head backward, gaze 
fondly and longingly into the liquid depths of her azure eyes. 
You are now looking rapturously into the very " windows of 
the soul." Next, operate the caressing muscles of the right 
hand over her face, and under her chin, where the finger-tips 
should find temporary repose. Keep your eye on the liquid 
depths; don't forget that. It is important, also, to keep her 
downy ringlets floating about your manly chest, and just 
above the watch-pocket, remember. The coat may be 
brushed off afterward. Never mind how many frizzles you 
take out of her hair; modern curling irons have been invent- 
ed to prevent this, or at least to reduce it to a minimum. 
Stand with your weight on your right foot, well retired for 
bracing purposes. Incline your own head to the right ob- 
lique, the face falling full upon hers, the eyes droopy and 
dreamy. Penetrate the liquid depths ; it is very important. 
Now send a very delicate energy along the left biceps again, 
and turn her face up to an angle of about forty-five degrees, 
west longitude, right ascension. You now approach a scene 
of supremest importance. Be calm. Don't hurry. This is 
a critical moment. Gently increase the contractility along 
the line of the left arm, manipulate the muscles of your neck 
so that your own face will move smoothly and gracefully 
down toward hers, put your soul into a receptive mood, smile 
affectionately, and, as her ripe, peach-like lips reach out sym- 
pathetically to yours, you may just p'intedly sip the honey- 
dew, — the gen-u-ine, unadulterated ar-tic-le ! 
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BY NED! 



[This selection in old man dialect always makes a hit if well executed. 
The following introduction should be given: An old man lived in the 
country. The dude lived in the town. The old man had a daughter. 
The dude loved the daughter. The old man did not love the dude. 
The dude persisted in paying his attentions to the daughter, to the old 
man's continued discomfiture. The old man determines to see what is 
going on. and watches the couple on Sunday night. The after-scene 
explains itself.] 

I HAIN'T noth n' ag'in' that portion 
O^ my race what has a notion 
Tliat the land of milk and honey 
Lays jest inside of some town ; 
But my hands jest fairly itches 
Fer that thing in striped breetchesi 
Struttin' clean above creation 
Whilst the angels walks the groan', 

ByNedl 

Talk about your inquisition ; 
The itinerant dude musician 
Is a shiftless desolater 
Of our liomes and of pure art I 
Fer onless he is a master 
He's dead shore to bring disaster, 
With his musical fandangoes, 
On some woman's lovin' heart, 

ByNedl 

One of these same heav'nly critters 
Brung out one of these here — guittahs; 
And my Sue jest went plum crazy 
When he fetched a chune or two, 
Now, I warn't sich sights a-kickin', 
Kaze he done some rich ole pickin', 
But I said (and cussed to back it!) 
That he couldn't git my Sue, 

By Ned 1 
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Sunday night, I went a-creepin' 
To the pallor window, peepin', 
Jest to see what kind of doin's 
Him and Sueie had on deck! 
Dog my cats! if he warn't squeezin' 
That fool gal till she was wheezin* 
Like as if she had the azmy ! 
Agernizin' on his neck, 

ByNedl 

Through them blinds I went a-skootin', 

Like a harrycane a-shootin' 

All the elements of fury, 

Lightnin'-geared, right through the air! 

I fernolergized his noggin', 

Leaving bumps made by the floggin' ; 

And eternity will tell it 

That 'twas tne iha,t put e'm thare, 

By Ned! 



MRS. BACON, LAWYER. 



ALTHOUGH she had just married a lawyer, she did not 
relinquish her ambition for the bar, but had an office 
fitted up in the same building with her husband, and went on 
with her profession. 

One day a woman came dashing into Mr. Bacon's office 
and announced that she wished to institute suit for a divorce. 
When she had shown him the causes upon which she would 
rest her claim, Mr. Bacon informed her that it would be 
very difficult to win, if the evidence suggested by her was to be 
her only plea,but that he would undertake the case. About the 
same time a distracted-looking man crept into Mrs. Bacon's 
office, declaring that he was being persecuted by his wife, 
who was that very day to institute legal proceedings for a 
divorce. After giving her a synopsis of the case, -he was in- 
structed to rest easy about the matter — that she could prevent 
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the divorce without any sort of doubt or difficulty. The poor 
man lieaved a sigh of relief and left the office to attend to 
some details preparatory to the trial. 

Mr. Bacon, who saw that he really had no case, but who 
had very much at stake, as the sequel shows, determined to 
resort to the tricks of court to supply the lack of evidence. 
He therefore champaigned the old alcalde and empaneled a 
jury to suit himself. With an especial view to securing a 
verdict before the trial began, he got a foreman who had 
vital interest in tlie case and who could control all the other 
members. Mrs. Bacon accepted them all without challenge, 
and both sides announced ready. Mr. Bacon spoke calmly, 
as one who feels that his cause is just, realizing, however, 
that there was little genuine evidence to be offered. When 
Mrs. Bacon addressed the jury, she had everything her own 
way. She made a strong appeal for the persecuted husband 
and for the sanctity of the marriage relation, and showed 
clearly that the claim for divorce was absolutely groundless. 
She took her seat with the complaisance of a conqueror, and 
smiled at the prospect of taunting her husband with defeat in 
their first case. 

Mr. Bacon was desperate, for he felt that while his fore- 
man was immovable, other members may have been influenced 
by the logic of the opposition. Still, while his wife knew 
the law and the evidence, all of which were in her favor, she 
was yet a novice in the ways of lawyers, and he was an old- 
timer. He therefore reserved his persuasives till the last. 
With flowers of rhetoric, bombast and fireworks he began : 

*' Gentlemen of the Jury: It is natural for woman to 
abuse her own sex, and to admire what she is pleased to call 
' chivalry ' in man. The advocate for the defense is no 
exception. It is easy for one woman to become prejudiced 
against another. It is therefore wise for this jury to receive with 
many misgivings the exaggerated statements and highly-col- 
ored generalities of the opposition whose personal likes and 
dislikes have tinctured all the arguments she has [presented. 
Imagination, the chief element of fiction, is poison to a juror's 
mind. Under its influence he defeats the ends of jostioe and 
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imposes the grossest wrongs upon his countrymen. Marriage 
is a solemn compact; it should not be annulled for ordinary 
reasons; but when conjugal affinities are absolutely wanting, 
the bonds of wedlock become the chains of the dungeon. The 
Giver of all good has permitted all men to seek happiness. It 
is the inalienable heritage of the race to be happy. If it can 
not be found in marriage it should be sought elsewhere; and 
if not in one marriage, then in another. Whatever burdens 
man with misery is sinful. Those people are not happy, not- 
withstanding that the husband is opposed to the divorce. 
Whatever grounds may or may not be presented, the pair are 
badly mated. The whole array of argument and vituperation 
hurled at my client charges her with hypocrisy ; charges that 
she poses as a martyr without any of the marks of martyrdom ; 
that while she is beautiful, her face is only a mask ; and that 
her life is one unbroken clamor for money that her husband 
can not furnish. In the light of your knowledge of the 
human face as the symbol of the soul, I ask you to view that 
countenance with a critical eye. You have been selected on 
account of your especial fitness to read human nature, and to 
prevent fraudulent measures from passing as truthful testi- 
mony. Where do you find the traces of deception and hyp- 
ocrisy charged by the opposition? The marks of sorrow are 
there, but not of guilt, — sorrow imposed by the failure of the 
husband to keep his marriage contract. The weekly allow- 
ance she was to have has been withheld since the honeymoon. 
WUl the law require men in ordinary commercial transactions 
to regard their obligations, and allow the husband to repudiate 
his pledge to his wife? That face, I say, has been smitten 
by the hand of grief, but not by the hand of sin. The soul 
writes itself legibly on the face of man, but you find here no 
chirography of anger, malice, or revenge." 

Mrs. Bacon was not at all pleased with this speech of her 
husband which was evidently aflEecting the jury, while his 
references to his client's personal charms were becoming un- 
pleasant to her sensitively jealous nature. He continued : 

"There is a countenance as guileless as the lamb that 
sports in the meadows of the spring-time. The cloud you see 
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there is not the shadow of an evil spirit, but the gloom of 
neglected love. There is a character to place alongside those 
of the martyrs and the saints, — a soul as white as the battle- 
ments up yonder, as stainless as the dew on the lily — and yet 
crushed under the heel of forgetful and ungrateful lev e." 

Mrs. Bacon had become a little nervous over his strange 
language, for this sort of tactics was as painful as it was sur- 
prising to her. She moved over close to her husband's side 
and gazed incredulously at the belauded features. She trusted 
that he had incidentally or accidentally expatiated upon his 
client's loveliness, and forgave him, hoping that he would not 
do it again ; but he disappointed her. 

'' Gentlemen of the Jury :" he went on, *' In the physiog- 
nomy of my client you have a picture of ideal beauty marred 
only by traces of sorrow. How can you believe that any- 
thing but love and gentleness, purity and goodness, meekness 
and all the other virtues, cardinal and secondary, abound in 
the heart whose crimson — " 

Here Mrs. Bacon drew closer and jerked his coat-tail 
severely. He lost the remainder of the sentence, but resumed 
with renewed vigor : 

''Gentlemen of the Jury: Look into those eyes, mellow 
and deep and trusting ; th6reis something of heaven's blue in 
those saddened orbs. Look upon those windows of the beau- 
tiful soul shadowed by a ruthless hand and closed to many of 
the ravishing scenes that devoted love creates for all. Inspect 
those portals of light that rival the eyes of Helen of Troy, — 
eyes over which Grecian heroes might have fought and Gre- 
cian gods grown jealous ! " 

Here Mrs. Bacon pinched him and gritted her teeth at 
this eflSgy of a goddess, but the lawyer was irrepressible : 

" Look at that hand, dimpled as a child's and shapely as 
Diana's, — a hand he swore by at the altar, but into which he 
refuses to drop the weekly allowance promised long ago, thus 
ostracizing her from rank among the great Western Four 
Hundred where she moved easily as queen." 

Here Mrs. Bacon trod upon his foot and scowled at the 
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trembling queen, but the indefatigable advocate only caught 
liis breath and proceeded : 

" Gentlemen of the Jury : When she testified, did you not 
hear her voice, musical and dove-like? And did you not ob- 
serve her movements in this place of justice, — graceful as a 
nymph at the court of Minerva? Can you believe that that 
brow ever clouded in peevishness, or that that voice ever 
croaked in anger, or that those eyes ever scowled in revenge 
for his cruel neglect? Where is the evidence to hinder jus- 
tice from granting all she demands? You saw how she 
trembled to offer her evidence in his presence. What of the 
contract to allow her so much each week? Shall it be ignored? 
Will you allow him to repudiate it, and give her no alterna- 
tive? They have ridiculed her beauty as a cloak to hide her 
hypocrisy in. Look, gentlemen of the jury^ upon those 
cheeks, tinted like the rose of the May-time, and those lips, 
luscious and peach-like, where even Cupid himself might " 

Mrs. Bacon felt disgraced and mortified that her husband, 
so new and so true, should now be tirading a public court 
with such a speech as that. But she was also enraged, and 
she promptly inserted a pin in the flowery gentleman's shank. 
For the first time he flinched, but he did not lose his balance. 
Pressing right on to the mark, he continued : 

'' Gentlemen of the Jury : I have given you the evidence 
and law in this case. I submit the matter to your unpre^ 
judiced minds for decision." 

When he had finished she led him from the court-room and 
they went home. As soon as they had entered the portals 
where they had been so happy, Mrs, Bacon slammed the door 
and locked it as though she were jailor and he prisoner. The 
contrast of her previous happiness in that home with her out- 
raged feelings at the present moment, upset her balance, and 
she opened a fusillade of unseeming severity : 

** A gentleman of quality, you are ! Sit down and listen to 
me, you vagabond! " 

With abject humility he complied. 

''A. brilliant le^al li^ht, indeed! To defend a hateful 
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woman, and absolutely make love to the horrid thing right 
there before the court and jury ! " 

He tries to cross his legs. 

"Don't you move, you hypocrite! Only to think you'd 
stand up there and disgrace the family and break my heart ! 
Oh! Oh! 

He glances up at her meekly. 

"Mr. Bacon, how dare you look me in the face again? 
Go back to that seraph whose life is ^ as stainless as the dew 
on tlie lily ! ' Go back to her and tell her of her sweet, guile- 
less countenance — the tallow-faced, cadaverous thing!" 

He makes an eflFort to sneak. 

" Don't you open your mouth to me, you double-tongued 
Tyrian ! You had your say to that angel up yonder in the 
court-room ; it is my time now. At the marriage altar you 
swore to forsake all others and to love only me I Oh! Oh! 
And here you are in a court of justice talking love and try- 
ing to secure a divorce for another man's wife. How do I 
know but you may want a divorce from me next, in order to 
marry her'! Oh! Oh!" 

' ' O my dear ' ' 

"Don't you 'dear' me, you two-faced villain! After 
pouring your honeyed words into the ears of that, wolverine, 
I don't want to hear them. You have crushed my last hope 
of happinesg— *0h ! Oh ! " 

He endeavors to take her hand. 

"Loose my hand this instant and never touch it again! 
Your touch feels snaky ! Oh ! Oh ! Go back and caress 
the delicate fingers of that shapely hand accustomed only to 
deeds of love and carved like Diana's. Go, and while I 
weep, cling to the wretch for whose divorcement you have 
labored so hard. I didn't — know — it would ever — come- 
to— this— Oh! Oh!" 

" "Will you let me explain?'' he asked, in humility. 

' ' How can you explain ? What can you say in defense of 
conduct that made the court itself blush for you?** 

He draws her toward him and tries to kiss her. 

" Infamous insult ! Impostor! To think that your lips 
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shall ever touch mine again ! Go and kiss the cheeks that are 
' tinted like the rose of the May-time ! ' Press your mouth 
upon hers, ' luscious and peach-like, where even Cupid him- 
self might'— Oh ! Oh!*' 

The telephone rings. He starts to answer. 

"I'll answer, myself. It might be that horrid old thing 
hunting you by 'phone. Hello! What? Yes, this is the 
residence of Mr. Bacon, with a special emphasis on the ' Mrs.* 
right now. Yes, he is here. What do you want? Want 
to see him? Who are you? Mrs. Dunlap? Well, I'll Dun- 
lap you if you don't let my husband alone. You are the 
ugliest, oneriest thing I ever saw! What's that? You want 
a settlement?" 

Here Mrs. Bacon collapses, falls on the couch, vents her 
wrath on husband and client, and declares that she will go 
mad. Mr. Bacon goes to the 'phone and learns the news. 

''Now, wifey, this is all there is in it. You have lost and 
I have won." 

"Oh , I believe you want to marry her yourself I Oh ! Oh ! ' ' 

"Nonsense, little one! 1 don't want to marry her at all; 
but I did want to secure the divorce, for I get the biggest fee 
of my life. The foreman of that jury is the richest old 
bachelor in the country. He is in love with the woman, and 
gives me ten thousand dollars to procure the divorce. The 
woman is in love with the man, and she gives me one thou- 
sand dolkrs beside, making, in all, eleven thousand dollars 
for one afternoon's work. How does that sound, love?" 

"Oh, you are the dearest, sweetest man in all the world !** 
she said, hugging him passionately. " You do love me, don'c 
you, sweetheart? And you never did love that horrid old 
thing, did you, dear? And you are going to give me all that 
money ? Eleven thousand dollars ! All to myself ! We shall 
build the handsomest cottage, and give the swellest dinners, 
and have the finest rig, and oh ! you are the sweetest man ! ' ' 

"Say, wifey, what fee do you get for the defense?" 

" O dear, I really forget; but I think I told him two dol- 
lars and a half, payable next fall !" 
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TO MY MOTHER. 



HOW i love those dear old wrinldM 
As they chisel her sweet face 
Into lines of living beauty 

And of grace ; 
And I read the gentle language 

Which Old Time has sculptured there, 
Like an artist who is carving 

Forms of holy prayer. 

And her eyes look out upon me, 

Through the mellow shades of age, 
Wiser in the ways of wisdom 

Than the sage ; 
How the snows fall on her temples 

Drifting through the once brown hair, 
Jealous of the spotless virtues 

Saintly faces wear. 

She has come up through the valley 

Where the mists hung deep and low, 
To the mountain Faith had builded 

Long ago ; 
But through all that gloomy valley 

Did she hear the feet of God 
Gently fall where'er she wandered 

On life's tufted sod. 

And she kept Love's altar burning, 

And its censers all aflame. 
Till a household word in heaven 

Was her name ; 
And her vigils with the Holy 

Are like watches angels keep 
Over new-bom faces smiling 

In their baby sleep. 
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Ob, the lieights wliich she inhabits 

Are the reabns where spirits meet, 
Wliere the loves of earth and heaven 

Find retreat ; 
And her Christ-life takes its banner, 

And its every fold unfurls, 
Wjiving over Pisgah's summit, 

Signaling two worldu. 

Ah ! I thank ray Lord and Master 

For tlie ministry of tears; 
For a wilderness of weeping 

Forty years ; 
For my soul in rapture lingers 

With my mother on that height, 
With our faces gazing skyward 

In the stilly night. 



DID YOU-WILL YOU? 



SAY! 
Did you ever get right angry ? 
Did you ever get so hot 
As to want to yell and hooray 

And kill sump'non the spot? 
B'ilin' up and sloppin' over, 
Jest a-sp'ilin' for a muss. 
Till you want to waller som'er's, 
Flat of your old back and cuss? 

Did you ? 

Say! 

Did you ever say, " Dog-gone it! " 

When you meant a lee tie more? 
When the sulphur and the brimstone 

Was a-oozin' through each pore? 
Did you ever say, *' By thunder! " 
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With the lightnin' of your eyes 
Tellin' how old passion's tempest 
Was a-booinin' up the skies? 

Did you? 

Say 1 

Did you make a l^esohitiouj 

And then back it witli an oath 
That jest smutted all your character 

And your resolution both? 
Did you ever feel the swellin' 

Of your meanness like you'd bnst 
Till you got oflE som'er's handy 

And jest ripped and reared and cussed? 

Did you? 

Say! 

Did you ever speak a cross word 

When your sweet uns was asleep? 
Did you ever go a-frownin' 

When your smiles was jest as cheap? 
Did you think your friendship better 

When, to sinner or to saint, 
You exclaimed : " I'm ^lad to see you ! '* 

Adding : '' Bless me, if I ain't? " 

Did you? 

Say! 

I could never bank on friendship 

Sodden in such sacrilege ; 
Truth must live in golden letters, 

And immaculate its page? 
Yea is yea, and nay is nay. So 

" Swear not; " this is heaven's plan ; 
Not '' By " anything, but by the 

Grace of God I'll be a man ! 

Will you? 
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'WAY DOWN SOUF IN GEORGY. 



WE useter chune to de minor keys, 
'Way down souf in Georgy; 
De new race rings de major glees, 

'Way down souf in Georgy. 
Dey drank of slavery to de lees, 
And got dey freedom by a squeeze, 
So praise de Lawd on bended knees 
From Kyaroliny to de sobbin' seas, 

'Way down souf in Georgy, 

In Georgy, in Georgy, 

' Way down souf in Georgy. 

I)es long as de marster obersees, 

'Way down souf in Georgy, 
De niggers labor same like bees, 

'Way down souf in Georgy; 
WbethV pickin* de cotton or mowin* de leas, 
Or makin* de coffees or drawing de teas, 
Or churnin' de butter or pressin* de cheese. 
In summer dey b*ils, in winter dey freeze, 
'Way down souf in Georgy, 
In Georgy, in Georgy, 
'Way down souf in Georgy. 

De gang a-grabbin* goober peas, 

'Way down eouf in Georgy ; 
De groun' as full as a dog of fleas, 

'Way down souf in Georgy ; 
When marster go home to take de breeze, 
De niggers sing lonesome like de killdees, 
And dey goes lazyin' und' de trees, 
Gittin* lazi'r and lazi'r by degrees, 
'Way down souf in Georgy, 
In Georgy, in Georgy, 
'Way down sout" in Georgv. 
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We loves y')ur Jacksons and your Lees, 
'Way down souf in Georgy ; 

But Lincum's proclamation frees, 

'Way down souf in (reorgy. 

De nigger's a citizen, all agrees; 

He w'ar fine clo'es and his ha'r he grease. 

De nigger's a genterman, if you please; 

So take your washin' to de heathen Chinese, 
'Way down souf in Georgy, 
In Georgy, in Georgy, 
'Way down souf in Georgy. 

Des soon as he learn his a-b-c's, 

'Way down souf in Georgy; 
From top of de column to de x-y-z's, 
'Way down souf in Georgy; 
Des soon as he knows de y's from de jo's, 
Or 'stinguish de diflEunce in de cs and de ^'s. 
And to dot his i's and cross his ^'s ; 
De nigger begin for to love his ease, 
'Way down souf in Georgy, 
In Georgy, in Georgy, 
'Way down souf in Georgy. 

De white man have de tired disease, 
'Way down souf in Georgy; 
Wid him workin' disagrees, 

'Way down souf in Georgy. 
But niggers don't work widout dey fees. 
When wliite folks snuff de niggers don't sneeze; 
Dey makes two aristocracies. 
And one's de I's and one's de we's, 
'Way down souf in Georgy, 
In Georgy, in Georgy, 
'Way down souf in Georgy. 

Dey's a good time coniin' de prophet sees, 

'Way down souf in Georgy; 
We'll have good music at de chivarees, 
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De pateroller gone to de Squidgicurasqueeze, 
De slave fiend choked till lie never can v^heeze, 
Millennium angel shout decrees 
Of de everlastin* jubilees, 

'Way down souf in Georgy, 

In Georgy, in Georgy, 

'Way down souf in Georgy. 



PAYIN' HONEST DEBTS. 



I'VE been a-thinkin' ; and I think 
We wouldn't be so pore 
If all the world' d go to work 

And think a little more. 
I think that when the Master called 

The fishers from their nets, 
He turned their minds from common things 
To payin' honest debts. 

For every man owes something more 

To man than notes and bills, 
And there's worse poverty on earth 

Than rags and common ills. 
Whoever soothes the human soul 

When pore old Nature frets 
Is settlin' bills for judgment day 

By payin' off such debts. 

You are the biggest thing on earth 

Unless it be your sin. 
Instead of always takin' out 

Just keep a-puttin' in ; 
'Twill pay good interest by and by. 

And double your assets. 
The investment's safe for payin' an 

Eternity of debts. 

You owe a smile ; you pay a frown ; 
You rob some heart of cheer, 
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And night brt>j«j5 in yonr presence when 

The snn i? shininjs: clear, 
^'ou are your l*rother'a keeper, friend. 

Before life's bright snn sets 
Take out your money and your soul 

And pay your honest debts. 



NIGHT SHADE. 



ONE bright day in June, I strolled out into the woods to 
enjoy those sights and sounds that make a Southern 
forest a veritable paradise. Breezes were bumming their 
sweet cadences among the oaks and the poplars. Waters 
were chanting love-notes to flowers along the streamlet. Vio- 
lets and daisies nestled in each other's arms; buttercups and 
lilies waved their kisses at the water's edge. The air was 
richly laden with the new-born incense of each bud and blos- 
som. From their glad throats a thousand songsters trilled 
the oratorios of the feathered tribe. All nature, animate and 
inanimate, seemed on parade for a grand gala-day. 

So enrapturing were the scenes and so blissful the matin 
chimes of birds, so enchanting the odors of that vernal wood, 
that I wandered on and on, hour after hour, farther and far- 
ther into the depths of the forest, little heeding the swift 
passage of time, or my direction and distance from home. 

A sudden thunder-clap overhead announced the rapid ap- 
proach of a storm. Massive columns of clouds were revolv- 
ing angrily upon one another, and the hoarse roar of the 
winds told of unusual commotion in the elements. My sense 
of alarm was intensified by the discovery that I was in a 
wood that I had never seen before, that I knew not the 
points of the compass, that I must be many miles from home, 
and, worse than all, that I was lost. 

On my left there rose a mountain, which I determined to 
ascend, in the hope that, on reaching the summit, I might 
discover my whereabouts. As I proceeded, pushing through 
thickotn and climbing over rugged rocks, the lightnings daz- 
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zled in intensity, the clouds grew more ominous, and the 
deep howl of the tempest more furious still. 

Suddenly the pent-up energies of the storm burst upon the 
mountain-side with a violence that almost swept me down 
among its angry torrents. More than once the rushing, mad- 
dening waters carried my feet from under me. 

In the midst of this devastation, I found myself at the 
mouth of a cave. To enter was my only hope ; yet, as I 
crept into the yawning cavern, I felt a foreboding that I was 
marching straight down into the jaws of death. The forest 
above and around me was bending and surging and swaying 
and lashing beneath the fury of the storm. Mammoth oaks 
and poplars sobbed and moaned like living things crying un- 
to tlie mountain to hide them from the cyclone's scourge. 
Sand and gravel were driven into the cavern's mouth with a 
force that sent them twenty feet within to where I stood. I 
could feel my blood congealing and my pulses beating with 
less frequency and force. Half blinded by this pelting show- 
er of dirt and trash, I could scarcely discern the daylight. 
What if 1 should be closed in by the accumulating debris, 
away from the reach of human ears and human aid ! 

While I stood thus contemplating the situation and shud- 
dering at the impending cataclysm, there fell about the moun- 
tain a grave-like stillness, in awful contrast to the tempest's 
roar. A blaze of light flashed across the opening, and I saw 
that the lightning's shaft had shattered the great oak just out 
side. Deep, hoarse reverberations rang and echoed far down 
the gloomy aisles of the cave. Then there came another 
crash, to me more terrible than the howling of the storm or 
the booming of its thunders. The shivered tree, with its 
vast top, had fallen towai-d me, and as it fell, a blast from the 
tempest drove its branches into the door of my retreat, cross- 
ing and crushing them into so much excelsior, and pounding 
them into tlie opening as with an engine. 

Daylight disappeared. I could feel the mountain trem- 
bling and groaning about me. I tried to force a passage out, 
but in vain. So compact was the dense mass of brush and 
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timber that I could not get even a glimpse of day. I conid 
not even see the lightning flashing outside. Nature had chis- 
eled out the vault in which I stood entombed, and sealed it 
with her thunderbolt. My prison cell had been barred by 
the tornado's hand, and would be opened on me only at the 
day of judgment, 

I stand like a frozen statue, or move about like the ghost 
of something once real. I smother in the dense foggy atmos- 
phere hanging like a deadly incubus around my stifled body. 
1 feel the weight of a thousand millstones dragging me down 
to death in the quicksands. Down, down, with a monntain 
and its forest sinkino; me still farther down into the mud and 
mire. 

It is an awful thing to be buried alive. It is an awful 
thing to be incarcerated with evil spirits that prey on you till 
your life is gone. It is an awful thing to die, with the spec- 
tral figures of fright and horror clutching at your throat and 
tearing at your heart. It is an awful thing to feel your ter- 
rified spirit leap out of your body and flutter around you in 
the darkness of the grave. 

I stand listening to the mystic sounds that fill this mystic 
place, and there grates upon my senses a confusion of sepul- 
chral noises, mingling and echoing far down those hollow 
labyrinths. Drop, drop, the waters fall from moldy walls 
upon more moldy floors. Owls arc hooting and screeching, 
frogs arc croaking dismally and bats are beating their sight- 
less flight around me. I hear the rattle and the hiss of ser- 
pents, and the discordant voices of wild beasts that are Imnt- 
in or me down. 

Suddenly a flash of light from some far-off grotto gleams 
upon my bewildered senses. I can not tell whether it be a 
reality or a mirage in this atmosphere of death. I creep 
along over miry marphes and slippery rocks to ascertain what 
new revelations are there. The darkness and the solitude of 
the rf-motest gorge in this cave Irnve not tlie horrors of thia 
place of light. I see something that looks like a vast sacrifi- 
cial chamber illumined by firebrands and torches, A thou* 
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sand dragons and demonds, with horned heads and cloven 
hoofs, are holding madcap revels and dancing to the weird 
incantations of the harpies. The air is swept by myriads of 
black-winged elfs and spectres bringing from some outer place 
conntless victims for this slaughter-house of the infernal dei- 
ties. 

Louder, harsher, rises the grating, croaking din of the harp- 
ies, and wilder grows the dance of the kings and the satyrs 
of pandemonium. All at once they discover me and one of 
their number comes dashing after me. I stand paralyzed by 
the sight of his hideousness. His scales are flashing in the 
weird, flickering light beyond him; his fiery eyes are rolling 
and glaring in their sockets ; his scowling features are savage- 
ly set upon me; his long, bony arms are outstretched, his 
ebony claws clutching the air in my direction, his cloven 
hoofs striking fire against the granite rocks, his white, tusk- 
like teeth protruding and grinning in diabolical ferocity. I 
fly — fly — unconscious that the horrors before me are even 
greater than those in pursuit. I rush precipitately over rocks 
and crags, and dive through sulphurous fumes that singe my 
hair and scorch my flesh. 

By the edge of the unseen rock over which I am flying is 
an abyss of — what is this? Bones! Is that monster after 
me still? What is this I feel? The skeleton of a human 
being ! And this — is a human skull ! I hug it to my heart ! 
How I wish I might see the face that was once beautiful 
tliere ! The place is so lonely that even the skeletons of my 
dead fellow-beings are company to me. But look ! that hor- 
rible demon is still after me. I rush along, slipping and fall- 
ing, catching and gasping from exhaustion and from fright. 
Ugh! that was a ^errible fall ! Where am I? What is it I 
hear? I catch the scent of wild beasts! Over there I hear 

the hoarse growl of some Mercy ! on this side, the 

crunching of bones ! Whatever these monsters are, they are 
all around me! I can hear them breathing! They are 
crawling all about me! Something strikes me here — and 
here— some wild beast beginning his feast ! His claws are 
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going right into my flesh, and I can not move ! I can feel 
his long tusks, and his hot breath is pouring right into my 
face, and I can hear his gr-r-r-r. 

I ]iad been eating boarding-house hash, and, thanks to the 
guttural growl of that old bear, I had awakened from a most 
liorrible nightmare. 

IF HE'S BU'STED? 



I'M feelin' mighty rocky, lookin' rocky, too, I guess; 
The outside' 8 just a symbol of my innermost distress. 
But I'm no common tramp, for, though I've tramped myself 

footsore. 
It ain't always a dead beat that comes beggin' at your door. 
These ragged pockets have no cash nor credit anywhere ; 
And faith is doubt, and hope is dead, and charity is rare. 
Each hollow cry of hunger leaves an achin' void up here ; 
The body starvin' for its food — the soul for its good cheer. 
Now what's a fellow goin' to do these hard times, 

If he's bu'sted? 

You talk about old Poverty a-howlin' at your door— 

I haven't had a good square meal for thirty days or more. 

The times are gettin' closer; money's gettin' farther oflE. 

You ask for work or charity, you're answered with a scoff. 

You say there's work a-plenty if a man just wants to find it; 

I've searched with honest muscle and an honest heart be- 
hind it; 

For, while I've tramped a-beggin' bread, I've begged for 
work to do. 

And labor flies from muscle and from heart when they pur- 
sue. 

Then, what's a fellow goin' to do these hard times, 

If he's bu'sted? 

The spirit don't need money ; but the body must be fed. 

I sometimes think the soul, too, needs to have its daily bread. 

The body marches mighty well when spirit keeps in Kne, 
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But oh, it's sad wlieu both are hungry and sit down to dine 
On nothin*, — ^nothin' but the memory of better fares, 
The scent of mother's cookin', the aroma of her prayers! 
The ghost of Plenty stalkin' round you, mockin' at your 

strife, 
And Poverty's long bony fingers clutchin' at your life ! 
Say, what's a fellow goin' to do these hard times, 

If he'sbu'sted? 

It's hard when inhumanity makes winter all the year 
And freezes your life's fountains till you can not shed a tear. 
It seems I've aged a century, although I'm young in years. 
For eyes are only briny, whi]e the heart sheds crimson tears. 
IVe asked for bread and work from folks when on their 

hearts I saw 
Long icicles, which sight of all my sufferin' could not thaw. 
I don't believe that politics can bring us back good times, 
But love throughout the nation would mold dollars out of 

dimes. 
But what's a fellow goin' to do these hard times, 

If he's bu'sted? 

Last night I slept in an old barn, but oh, I had a dream 

That made the stars of babyhood around that manger gleam. 

I think I must have smiled in sleep out there in that old 
shed, 

Just as I did back yonder in my little trundle-bed. 

I saw my mother bending o'er me — felt her warm caress. 

Her love- words brought the old home back with all its happi- 
ness. 

I woke; the orphan's dream had flown; and, while the 
orphan wept, 

Despair joined voices with the winds that chanted where I 
slept. 

Ah ! what's a fellow goin' to do these hard times, 

If he's bu'sted? 

The books of life, they say, are kept by an Unerring 
Scholar, 
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And sight-drafts on the soul must bring a hundred on the 

dollar. 
When credit is exhausted with the Cashier of the akies, 
And moral bankruptcy stares at yon with its horrid ejes, 
When time shall close December, and declare life's year's 

work done, 
Eternity's new ledger opens : '' January 1 ! " 
If, then, while crowns are glittering around your unpaid 

roll, 
You walk into the bank of God with just a naked soul ! 
Oh, what's a fellow goin' to do those hard times, 

If he' bu'sted? 



DIMES FOR TURNIPS' BLOOD. 



IUI^ETER beg my old gra'ma 
For dimes to go t' the show. 
She'd push her specs back in her hair 

And answer me just so : 
*' Ton can't git blood from turnips, son. 

You can't as sure's you're born,'' 
And in my flesh that sayin' stuck. 
For years, just like a thorn. 

But I kept tryin' hard to prove 

The good old saint was wrong ; 
But still she sang to my request 

That same old turnip song. 
I turned 'em through the cider-mill, 

I turned 'em tops and all; 
I squeezed pokeberries in the juice, 

But gra'ma called that gall. 

But she was always knittin' socks 

And selling 'em in town, 
And I just knowed she had some dimei 

A-layin' loose aroun'. 
I asked her if she'd give me ten, 
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And gra'ina said she would 
If I would sliow her how to get 
From turnips good, rich blood. 

I kept a-thinkin', as 1 fed 

Some turnips to the cow ; 
Then ran and shouted to gra'ma : 

'' I'll eat 'em !— there, that's how!" 
And then she hugged me good and close 

And kissed me forty times. 
And said I was so smart a boy 

She handed me the dimes. 



MY NEIGHBOR JIM. 



** OAY, Jim," I said; 'Td like to get—" 
O J im thought I meant a loan ; 

His countenance grew sudden pale, 
He sighed a small-size groan. 

'* Just twenty-five — " I said, and paused 

(Not long, for he'd 'a' died; 
For drops of agony^ worked through 

flis mammonized old hide). 

His eyes bored knot-holes through the floor, 

He lost his fulsome grin. 
The corners of his mouth went down 

And lapped beneath his chin ! 

*' An old sleek quarter's all the cash 

I've got down in my jeans; 
I'd like to get just twenty-five — 

Cents' worth of navy beans!" 

He raised his eyes and brushed away 

Those manufactured tears ; 
The corners of his mouth went up 

And curved around his ears. 
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AFTER SO LONG. 



'" I ^WAS a mother's good-bye at the old cabin door 

X. To her baby-love boy of just twenty-one years, 
As she fondled his hair with her tremulous hands, 

And baptized his young face with her fast-flowing tears. 
And the tears dropped the salt of the mother-love's prayers 

As the savor of life on the face where they fell; 
But the two loving souls made their silent adieus 

As the one dreamed of heaven and the other of hell. 

For the youth dreamed of glory on chariots of war, 

In the bayonet's gleam and the cannon's hot breath; 
While the mother saw Murder drive over the land, 

And his ponderous car crush the people to. death. 
Only yesterday he was her baby-love boy, 

But to-day he's a man with man's purposes strong; 
And Ambition strode off with a firm, martial tread. 

While Love lingered and murmured : "It will be so long 1" 

On the field Time swept by like a swift-flighted bird. 

But he seemed to grow gray at the old cabin door ; 
For the billows of hope that had borne the boy out 

Brought no ship of good news to the watcher on shore. 
But the roar of the war-cloud was silenced at last ; 

Peace and Mercy joined voices and chanted their song. 
Yet they brought little comfort to her who still sobbed 

Her heart's echo of echoes: " Oh, it is so long! " 

When the boy came at last, with a firm, martial tread. 

Seeking mother and home with a soldierly pride, 
Only ashes remained where the cabin had stood. 

And bleak winds o'er the tenantless premises sighed. 
As he searched far and wide for the mother in vain. 

Baby -love warmed the heart that had battled so strong. 
And his listening lost soul held its hands o'er its ears 

As it caught memory's whisper : "Oh, it is so long! *' 
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Ten long years crept apace in the far-away West, 

When the papers announced he had murdered a guide; 
And the jail's iron arms held the soldier and son 

TilKthe law's speedy vengeance should be satisfied. 
In the city a ragpicker saw the head -lines 

On a soiled paper scrap 'neath the feet of the throng. 
Joy encompassed her being in spite of the crime, 

As she kissed it and murmured : " Oh, after so longl " 

And the boy donned his stripes and began the long task 

Of his twenty-five years in the criminal's pen. 
For her ticket she saved just a penny a day 

From her fccant bill of fare in tte ragpicker's den. 
When her journey was done and she stood by his cell, 

He was humming her long-ago lullaby song; 
And her dazed eyes grew dim, and her nerveless form fell 

As her white lips moaned only : '^ Oh, after so long ! " 

Twenty years dragged along when a sworn message came 

That another, not her son, had killed the old guide. 
In her fingers the keys, the great bolt turned at last. 

And her trembling old hands swung the dungeon door wide 
Then, half-conscious, she fell in her baby boy's arms, 

Faintly crooning her long-ago lullaby song; 
And her life floated out on a sunbeam that day 

As the white lips still chanted : " Oh, after so long ! " 



MY LITTLE BOY. 



I KNOW why you have gone from me, 
My little boy ; 
God needed one more angel, Lee, 
To fly through all eternity — 
A brighter one than heaven knew — 
To do His will J and so took you, 

Jkly little boy. 
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I thought to see you wise and grand, 

My little boy ; 
With power in your kingly hand 
For God and home and native land. 
That dream has fled; yet, in God's plan, 
Thou'rt greater than the greatest man, 

My little boy. 

Oh, if I could I'd call you back, 

My little boy ! 
Across the waste of death so black 
I'd follow in your little track; 
I'd steal you from those realms above, 
And love and kiss and kiss and love 

My little boy. 

But this is wild ; the past is past, 

My little boy. 
I look beyond the earth at last, 
And faith still holds my baby fast. 
As I again shall hold you, Lee, 
And love you through eternity. 

My little boy. 

Go! Like a carrier-pigeon, gol 

My little boy ; 
And fold beneath your wings of snow 
Some message for each mortal woe ; 
And hover round where babies die. 
And hush each mother's sobbing cry. 

My little boy. 

'Twas always heaven where you were, 

My little boy ; 
It must be heaven where you are, 
And you the brightest litlle star 
Within the King's own diadem — 
Like that which shone o'er Bethlehem, 

My little l)oy. 
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And won't you coiiie, when falls the dew, 

My little boy, 
And kiss my lips with love a3 true 
As those same lips would speak to you ? 
And whisper peace to sobs and sighs, 
And bathe my spirit's swollen eyes, 

My little boy ? 

I can not do without you, Lee, 

My little boy ! 
My ministering spirit be, 
And keep a faithful watch for me,- 
For I believe in some sweet way 
I'll meet my baby some sweet day, — 

My little boy. 



TOAST TO THE LOVERS AND HUSBANDS OF THE 

SHAKESPEARE CLUB 



** ly yr OST potent, grave and reverend signors" [" Othel- 
IVl. lo"] and signoritas, unfortunately I belong to 
that large class of persons who always quail on toast. " I do 
perceive here a divided duty'' ["Othello"], — whether to 
keep silence or to tell what little I may happen to know about 
husbands and lovers. A husband is a sort of second edition 
of lover — a larger and better volume, perhaps a more read - 
able book, one that no doubt ought to be read thoroughly 
every day. 

"Here we may see Benedick, the married man " ['^ Much 
Ado about Nothing''], and here, also, as the myriad-minded 
bard himself tells us, we may see, for aught I know, those 
" lovers' eyes that gaze an eagle blind " [" Love's Labor's 
Lost"], and some "inseparable like Juno's swans." ["As 
You Like It."] 

It has been said that an autobiography is what a biography 
ought to be. With increasing emphasis may it be said that 
a lover is what a husband ought to be ; for, whether the wife 
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make the liuisband or tlie Imsband the wife, Teunyson is m- 
thority that 

^^ As tlje Imnband ii», the wife is. and if mated to a clown, 
Then the grossness of liis nature shall have weight to drag 
tliee down.'' 

If Juliet is right that ''Jove laughs at lovers' perjuries," 
I fancy that his satanic majesty grins at husbands' perjuries. 
A liuhband has many duties. One of them is to pet liis wife, 
without making of her a mere pet, as did David Copperfield 
Iiis child- wife Dora. It is said the wife would die for a com- 
pliment — the liusband often dies without it. It is the hus- 
band's duty to tell his wife that she is beautiful, although it 
may tax an otherwise active imagination, and lie heavily on 
an otlierwise easy conscience. But it oils the family ma- 
chinery. It is a fact that a wife appreciates a sincere com- 
))lirnent — unless she has forgotten how it sounds. And the 
luifiband who refuses it robs her " of that which not enriches 
liiin but makes" her " poor indeed.'* [''Othello."] 

It is a husband's duty always to look humble and, above 
all tilings, innocent. There may be times, ho>vever, when 
with Hamlet, he should "assume a virtue if he have it not." 
lie should tell his wife at least a small portion of everything 
that lia})|)eris — at least enough to save his scalp in case she 
lioarH of it from other sources. 

It is a matter of congratulation to iind so many ladies at 
homo in the club; because the time may come when the club 
nuv bo useful in the home. Still, husbands are a necessary 
evil, and, it seems, necessarily evil. Bear with them as gra- 
eii»usly as yon can ; it affords you abundant opportunity for 
cultivating Christian fortitude and for showing '*how divine 
a thing a husband may be made.'' Without husbands and 
lovers, this life would be little better than '* A Comedy of 
Krrors;'* (oy bv them ** is the winter of our disocmtent made 
glorious summer/' [** Kiehard III."'] 

To have a husband! Voung ladies, ^ ' it is a consumma- 
tion devoutlv to be wished!'' ["Hamlet."] Therefore, 
take Dr. Waings's advice: ** Be wise to-day; 'tis inttdneoB 
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to defer;" for, as Addison says: " The woman who delib- 
erates is lost." Like Desdemona, urge on thy Othello and, 
perchance he may propose before the '* Twelfth Night." 

Shakespeare himself declares that " the man that hatha 
tongue, I say, is no man, if, with that tongue, he can not 
win a woman." [" Two Gentlemen of Verona."] 

And may I not wish that every lover may be to his sweet- 
heart when she is won, — "a man, take him for all in all " 
["Hamlet"], she "shall not look upon his like again "[** Ham- 
let ''] ; so that when the threescore years and ten shall come, 
she may be, with Dr. Holmes, "seventy years young instead 
of forty years old." And may each lover so husband his 
sweetheart's affections that when those wrinkles — alack and 
alas! they will come sometimes — when they do come, they 
shall be but the impress of the velvet feet of Peace and not 
scars from the flinty hoofs of Care ! 

A husband should be no tattler; he should tell few tales 
although often, when he returns from an outing with the 
boys, he could "a tale unfold whose lightest word would har- 
row up thy soul ! " [" Hamlet."] 

It is well for the wife to remember that "while ail the 
world's a stage, and all the men and women merely players " 
["As You Like It''] she should also remember that "one 
man in his time plays many parts." ["As You Like It."] 
Nor should the husband permit his wife to gossip about him. 
Especially should he never let her tell ' ' The Tale of the 
Tub," for when this begins, "Love's Labor's Lost." 
"They who are April when they woo and December whe:i 
they wed" ["As You Like It "J make woman's winter come 
in May. Then does he write over the portals of matrimony 
one of the inscriptions in Dante's Inferno : "Abandon hope, 
all ye who enter here! " 

Dean Swift says that young ladies spend their time in 
weaving nets, when they should be forging cages — a signifi- 
cant hint at the matrimonial menagerie. However, an ani- 
mal is sometimes captured that is worth a million ! 

The husband should listen to Polonius and " beware of 
entrance to a quarrel " [" Hamlet "], for, with Richard III., 
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''it is a quarrel most unjust to ho avenged on him that 
loveth tlicc.-' [^'Kicliard ill."j In the family, although 
there may oftentimes he ''Much Ado About Nothing," 
better keep out of " The Tempest. " Make up your mind 
that in the matrimonial world you can not always have every- 
thing just "As You Like It.'* It is not always a * Mid- 
summer Night's Dream" — this "Taming of the Shrew" — for 
often does our " Gentle Kate " show us that " Anne Hath- 
a-way " of her own. 

You will need all the cunning and most of the good humor 
of Falstaff to get you out and keep you out of difliculty. 
Should your own language ever need expurgation, and should 
your wife or sweetheart scold ycu for it, don't "Lear" at 
her. If you do, you may expect her to reply from " Julius 
Caesar:" "Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough to 
hide thy monstrous visage." 

For the lovers of the Shakespeare club, I wish that there 
may be no enmity between the Montagues and the Capulets; 
that your husband may be a Caesar and not a Cyrabeline, or, 
if you prefer, " A Merchant of Venice,'' but not "Two 
Gentlemen of Verona.'' May he be as ardent as Borneo, 
without keeping his vest pockets full of vials labeled " Poi- 
son." May he be as confiding as Othello, with a slight im- 
provement in complexioil ! May he be as rich as Shylock, 
and may you, for once, take lago's advice and " put money 
in thy purse '' [" Othello ''] — as rich as Shylock, and may he 
lend me ten thousand ducats — without interest, or a single 
ounce of my superfluous flesh ! May he be as princely as 
Bassanio, in which case it will be your duty to wink at him 
when he touches the right casket — he'll expect it! ' 

If experience makes you sad^ and you would get rid of 
lover or husband urge him to go to war. Then may the en- 
emy's mine blow him up, so high that he will land in that 
" bourn whence no traveler returns! " [" Hamlet.**] And 
if, in his skyward flight, he should meet some sprite of the 
upper air who shall say : "Quo Vadis, old man? ** may he 
give no heed to idle (luestions hut continue to rise, — beauti- 
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fully — on and on till at last he shall join " The Choir Invis- 
ible!" 

Ladies of the Shakespeare Club, in the language of Corio- 
ianus, " you deserve a temple built you/' and may your hus- 
bands and your lovers soon build it for you ! 



WHERE THOU GOEST I WILL GO. 



From an Unpublished Play. 

1 Harry Arnold. 
Ruth. 
Jeb, her son. 

[Harry Arnold loved Ruth before she married Eugene Hendriz. 
After her marriage to Hendrix, Arnold determines to revenge himself 
upon her by stealing her baby, and carrying it away to the mountains, 
where it is kept in his bandit home. He makes Ruth believe that he 
will take her to the child, if she will famish the money for traveling- 
expenses. Eugene Hendrix being away to the war, she accompanies 
Arnold, who carries her to his mountain home, and there discloses 
his plot to make her his wife. She rebels and tries to escape, but is 
caught by him in the forest As a compromise, and previou^y to her 
endeavor to escape, he agrees to release her on condition that she will 
remain quietly for two years, and during this time call him by no other 
name than "husband." In the scene here given, she has been over- 
taken in the forest trying to escape, her child and herself being fam- 
ished for want of food and drink.] 

Ruth. [Kneeling over child^ which is famished for water, ] 
For three long days have I wandered through this forest, try- 
ing to escape from captivity. No food, no water! Poor lit- 
tle Jeb can go no farther, and I can carry him no longer. His 
tongue is dry, his lips parched, his head feverishj and his 
breathing difficult. 

Jeb. Mamma ! 

Ruth. What is it, my darling baby ? 

Jeb. {in weak^ hrolcen voice]. Want some water! 

Ruth. Want some water ! How often have I heard that 
cry in vain ! Lost in a forest witli my child, I can not give 
him food or drink — I can not sec him die! [Goes apart 
and kneels,] Father, Thou who didst hear the cry of Hagar, 
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save my dying child ! O give me but the instinct of a brute 
to search for water ! [Enter Harry Arnold dressed like a 
htmtsman, a canteen of water hanging from his shovUder, He 
does not speak during the entire scene. Ruth rises^ turns 
toward him slowly ^ and gazes in scorn upon him for a min- 
ute before speaking^ then in a deep voice proceeds:^ The 
hound has overtaken the hare. I would pray to you for 
mercy, but it is the nature of the dog, when he hears the cry 
of his game, to crush it till it can cry no more. [Aside:'] 
He is both friend and enemy. I loathe him, yet he alone can 
save Jeb's life and mine. How hard it is for the clinging ivy 
to clinil) a marble wall! [To him:] Mr. Arnold [he radses 
his index-finger threateningly] — I mean husband — I have 
"done you wrong. I confess it. I broke my promise to re- 
niain, calling you husband. I have tried to escape, but you 
have overtaken me, and I am now more completely in your 
power than ever. I beg you in this sore extremity to be 
merciful — not for my sake but for little Job's, who is perish- 
ing for want of water. You have water there in that canteen ; 
let me give him drink. [She reaches for it^ but Arnold re- 
pulses her,] O sir, his innocent life has never offended you. 
It was I who ran away. I and I alone am to blame. If you 
desire to torture me, you already have your wish, for I, too, 
am famishing for water. But I will be satisfied if you will 
only give him drink. See how pale he is, how labored his 
breathing — the child is dying, sir. Let me moisten his lips 
from that vessel. [She tries again to get the canteen^ hut is 
pushed off,] I will return with you, calling you husband, and 
there in your mountain home will be so kind that you will 
forget my truancy. Try me once more. Give me one more 
opportunity. 

You do not believe me, but hear me swear that I will keep 
the vow made over my dying child. Please, husbamd^ give 
me water for Jeb. [IShe tries to get the canteen* again^ and is 
pus lied away. Then Arnold unstops the canteen^ a/nd pours 
the water deliberately on the ground, Ruth rushes to it, throws 
her hand under the stream,^ catches a feio dropSj and, kneeling 
over her baby^ tries to ir\oisten his lips with her wetfinaers,] 
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The angels in heaven will bless yon, sir, if you will give Jeb 
but one gill of water. [Trj/ing to arouse the child,] Jeb I 
O Jeb I Mamma's here, baby ! Look at me, Jeb ! Sir, he 
is dying ! [Folds and kisses his hands ; goes apart and 
kneels,'] The Bible says the prayer of faith shall level the 
highlands into the seas. O God, melt this mountain of stone 
to pity ! [Arnold walks up and with his foot turns the chiM's 
head about,, looking at it coldly. Kuth 7*ises imperiously., and 
approaches him gradually hut fiercely.] Harry Arnold, retire 
from that child, or the enraged tigress will unsheathe her claws 
at your throat! Thou TIerod, hungering for the blood of this 
little Moses! Like every tyrant, you are a coward! No 
brave man ever attacked or tortured a woman. Thou consum- 
mate and godless dastard, to place your heel on the neck of a 
dying infant! [Prays:] O Mother of God, that did bear 
the infant Jesus, intercede for me while I fight this monster 
till my babe shall die in peace! [Desperately:] Harry 
Arnold, you are but the mock-image of a man, — a Patroclns 
strutting in the armor of Achilles ! In your deep-dyed vil- 
lainy you stand alone in this world. Like the dodo, may your 
race become extinct! [Kneels over the child.] His baby face 
will never smile again, though I should kiss his lips dead- 
white. Though I should call him precious names, his cooing 
voice will not come back again. Though I should hug him 
to my heart till its own heat should warm his body through, 
these chubby little arms will not embrace my neck again. I'd 
give the world to hear him say just "Mamma" once more, if 
only to call for water. [Rising imperiously.] Harry Arnold, 
you conquer to-day, but God's eternal vengeance, swift and 
desolating, be upon you to-morrow. The time will come 
when the bitter wail of your, soul will ascend from the bot- 
tomless abyss of hell, crying unto this child in Abraham's 
bosom, for one drop of water. Your ominous silence is the 
stillness that precedes the crash of doom. I have made my 
last concession. Rather than become your wife, my body 
shall be hacked in pieces ; but when you carve it, it shall be 
a dish fit for the gods. You may as well understand once for 
all, that I shall never yield. True to Eugene on earth, in 
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heaven I shall be true to him still. Your threats can hot 
intimidate me. Death may woo and win me, but your snaky 
eyes can never charm me into wifehood. From the echoless 
depths of my despair, I hurl into your teeth defiance, and 
challenge you to your sword. You have missed your mark. 
A coward's aim is seldom true. This puny little arm is yet 
mighty in that divinity in which God created me. In making 
woman innocent, Heaven made her great. I feel the majestic 
strength of my spirit in prophecy that I shall conquer yet. 
[Snatches the canteen from hhih and places it to the balt/^s 
lips, Chirtai7i.] 



DEBUTANTE. 



Monologue /or a Woina/n. 

Character : Miss Kate Wardlaw. 

Costume : Elegant evening dress, with train. 

Scene: Enter, looking at train. Walk about stage with 
great pride and self-importance. This monologue requires 
much acting, — dashing, fearless, saucy. 

Only eighteen! And yet I'm to have company to-night, 
— sure enough company; yes, sir, real live company! 
[Laughing heartily,'\ And I'm going to be some company 
myself. Only to think of it, — to have company and to be 
company. How glorious that sounds ! And I'm not nervous 
one bit [walking across stage and looking at train] , but I'm 
feeling much older, though. Old enough to entertain ! En- 
tertain ! Ha-ha-ha! That's a very difficult task when tried 
on some people. I wonder how it will be on Tom to-night. 
Entertain ! A big word for a beginner, but I believe I can 
do it about as well as some of those heart-smashing belles who 
have been in society five — six — seven — eight — nine — ten — ^fif- 
teen years. Society is composed of just four important items, 
anyway, — girls, gum, giggles, and geese. The girls, gum, 
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and giggles all made for the geese, and oh, what a cackling 
there is ! 

But I must practice some before Tom comes. [Meditates.li 
Let me see. First, I must be dignified. [Meditates,] Well! 
[ Walks stage in very pompous style ^ and sits down in august 
repose,] Now, ^Aa^'* dignity ! Ah, stately as a queen and 
witty as a clown. Of course, I can't be witty by myself; 
I'll do that when he comes. 

Then I must know how to bow like a lady to Tom. Oh, I 
shall say, *'Good evening, Mr. Arrington " \hows low]^ and 
courtesy so low he'll think I love him just sure. Well, let 
him think so ; I might as well begin my conquests as soon as 
I enter the field. '' Mr. Arrington ! " [Bowing very low,] 
Oh, that was too low. If I should get down like that, he'd 
fall right at my feet, and if he should, the soft thing, I'd step 
right on him sure! [Indicating,] But oh, I'm going to 
capture him to-night — soul and body — that is, I and this 
dress. [Coyly,] But I'm not going to be so easily won, 
myself. I must be reserved, modest, not too — too — sus — 
SUB — something — sus-cep-ti-ble ! I believe that's the word. 
Anyway, I'll seat him just here, and I'll sit 'way over here, 
and look right stern and — and — fascinating ! Just as cold and 
— as — pretty as I can ! Oh, how his little heart's going to 
flutter to-night! Now this is not vanity, 'cause I'm talking 
to myself. 'Course, if I was talking to somebody it would be 
vanity then. 

Oh, won't Tom wonder where I got this ring? He'll 
wonder and wonder who put it on, and what was the wish he 
made, and the vows we plighted. Yes, he will ; I know boys. 
Of course, it's just mamma's ol(>one rubbed up with silver- 
ware powder; but it's a new one to him all the same. And 
this letter; isn't it a fat one? I never had a letter from a 
young man in all my life, and I addressed this one to myself. 
I don't think he'll recognize the hand. I'll keep it right in 
my belt where he can see the full name. [Places it in belt,] 
There! Won't it tantalize him to see that? ''Miss Kate 
Wardlaw ! " He'd give his eyes to see the blank paper on the 
inside. 
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Oh J T forgot eometbiiig. [Iiu7}s to mirror and paints 
brows and lashes a7id does other primping. Looks in glass 
and talks to her i?nage.] Now, Kate, look your best. Don't 
go back on me to-night. Big business before you. We are 
going to have experience to-night. "Be a hero in the strife !" 
Honest Injnn, Kate. 

Oh, there's Tom, now! [Puts hand on hearty and puff s 
and hlows audibly.'] I was not prepared for that shock. 
Starts for the door.] I verily believe 1 shall have hysterics 
jefore I can open the door. [Runs quickly back to m^irror^ 
gla/ncing excitedly at herself and talking to her image.] Kate 
Wardljtw, remember your promise. You are a great, good, 
grown-up woman, now. Be brave. "Be a hero in the 
strife! " [Huns to door^ bowing deeply,] Mr. Arrington, 
good evening. I am most happy to see you. No, sir, it is 
not at all late; but may I flatter you that your coming seemed 
long to me? [Aside,] Whew ! What a start ! [To him:] 
This chair, please. [Aside^ panting considerably,] Well, 
the ice is broken, and I suppose that lets us both into the 
swim ! I'd give anything for the opportunity to inspect him 
for a few minutes. I don't like to stare at him. Oh, I know; 
I'll get a perspective from behind this screen. [To him:] 
Mr. Arrington, will you kindly excuse me for a moment 
please, sir ? [Darts behind screen^ and scrutinizes him,,] 
Good view. Dressed up a little more than usual. That's 
encouraging. Collar and tie elegant. Watch and ch-ai-n ! 
Whew! [Half whistle.] And a diamond pin! [Falling 
dramatically on knees.] Thomas Jefferson Arrington, I 
adore you! That doesn't look like old Tom. He's some 
style himself. I wonder whftt kind of jewel I am in his heart. 
A diamond, for agingercake! [Coming out, and addressing 
him:] Yes, Mr. Arrington, I was getting very anxious to 
see you [aside :] and exceedingly impatient for him to see me. 
[Direct:] Say, Tom [walki7ig and looking proudly at train] 
here's good-bye to dolls and doll-rags! [Still walking.] 
Don't you think it's pretty? H-m? Why don't you talk? 
Mr. Arrington embarrassed? You're not? What makes joa 
sored, then? Oh, I know why you don't say anything; you 



A^^D RECITATIONS No, SS. 159 

,3an't — you can't — cat's got your tongue. You're afraid of me 
'cause I got on this dress. [ Walking up and down proudly,] 
You're afraid of my traiu. Don't know what to talk about? 
[Sits hy him coquettishly.'] Why, anything interesting. Let's 
talk about — ourselves. Come now, Mr. Arrington, don't be 
bashful. You know Tom wasn't timid with Kate yesterday. 
Why, certainly you may. [Gives him her hand to exa/mine 
ring. Aside ;] If he asks me where I got it, what shall I 
tell him ? [Laughing to herself and speaking aside ;] The 
]>ressure on that hand increases. It's getting almost painful. 
[Laughs am^d takes hand away.] Imphm ! Pretty, isn't it? 
This ? Why, that's mistletoe. [Dodges attempt to kiss her,] 
Quit that, you rascal. [Jumps up. Aside :] Why, the 
coward's brave ! [To him :] Tom, I don't like you one bit 
for that. Gave you one yesterday ? H-m ! 1 was a mere 
child, then. Now, I'm a grown-up woman [walking vp and 
down proudly] and have put away childish things. That 
makes the diffeience, you see. O say, Tom [laugh^^ I'll give 
you one over the telephone, some time. 

Here, take this. [Throws kiss from Jmger-tips,] Didn't 
catch it, did you ? Well, here now, try it again. [Throws 
harder,] Anjbody that can catch a baseball as you can 
ought to take in a kiss on the fly. [Makes big preparation 
as if throwing baseball to batter ^ twisting arm for curve ball, 
and delivering it with force,] Look out, now; here comes 
one right over the home plate. [Throws,] Ha-ha; and you 
muffed it. Didn't see that curve, did you ? That ? Oh, 
that's just a little letter. [Tantalizvngly :] It has something 
awfully nice in it, too. [Aside:] Nice white paper. 
[Laughing,] 

Oh, no, Tom, don't leave. We haven't said anything 
really interesting yet. Sit down and let's talk awhile. Yes, 
I will; I'll talk about anything you want me to. Your 
heart ? Well, what's the matter with it ? Go ahead. It's 
all mine ? Thanks. Small favors gratefullj'^ received. Be- 
come engaged to you ? To-night ? No; I won't — that is 
[thinks awhile] — no, I won't. [Walking,] I do not wish 
to engage in haste and repent at leisure, Sir ? I am very 
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eorry if I liave offended you. Don't go. [Almost crying,'] 
Well, good-bye, then. I'll tell your mother how you treated 
me, too. [Turning hack into room.] Oh [crying"] ! he's gone 
[crying] ; I didn't mean to refuse him. [Crying,] Heart- 
broken so soon! [Cries.] I thought he'd ask me again. 
[Crying. Enter Tom from hehind. She looks round snttb- 
hingly,] Why, Tom [peevishly]^ you come back ? O 
Tom, I had such an awful headache, but — imphm — but it's 
better now, though. [Sits beside him^ stiU sobbing.] O Tom, 
I didn't mean to do it. Well, I know it, but that was the 
first time you asked me. I thought you'd — that was the first 
time you asked me. [Veryblan€Uy7iow,] Y-e-s, I will. 
For how long, Tom ? Till we are married ? [Aside :] H-m ! 
engaged to just one man all that time ? What a prosy life 
awaits me. [To him:] O Tom, let's try it for just a week. 
That will be more romantic, anyway. All right, now; we are 
going to be just as true as steel, aren't we^ Tom ? And not 
love anybody else at all ? For just a week ? All right, 
what a happy week that will be, and you'll be over every 
day, too, won't you ? 

You must be going ? Well, remember now, we have sol- 
emnly pledged our lives to each other [aside :] for just one 
short week ; then I'll be ready for a new adventurer. Good 
night. [Aside:] Ha-ha-ha! 

Engaged at last, — no, at first. [ Walking.] A glorious 
beginning! I'll be engaged seventy-seven times before I am 
sure enough engaged. Laughed him away, and cried him 
back again. Oh, when he heard my sobs, he couldn't resist, 
he couldn't stay away. So if smiles don't win, perhaps a few 
tears will salt him down. [I71 astonishment observes her 
another oj^ stage. Speaks in chiding tones.] Why, mamma, 
have you been watching us ? Why mamma, eavesdrop- 
ping on your own child? Well, that's all right; I guess 
you know there is a big engagement out, don't you ? 
You see, I have been practicing in your old court train ; you 
know you did your sparking in it, and I'll tell you it's a good 
One, for it courts just as well now as it did twenty years ago. 
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METAMORA. 



JOHN AFGFSTU8 STONE. 



A Costume Monologue for a Man. 

[Metamora, an Indian chief and the son of Massasoit, is summoned 
to the New England council, to receive overtures tending toward the 
barter of his lands. The following scene is enacted in the council 
chamber. Metamora enters in full Indian costume.] 

YE sent for rae, and I am come. \Pause,'\ If ye have 
nothing to ask, I shall return. [Pat^e.] Ye that fear 
to question, Metamora does not fear to answer. Ye that have 
been treacherous to every compact since my boyish memory 
began, now dream that I, too, am forgetful of our solemn 
league of peace. What do your fears counsel ye, but to 
yoiir own desecrated faith? What is it that makes your old 
men sorrowful, and your young warriors grasp their fire- 
weapons as if they waited the onset of the foe? Why this 
alarm? Why do ye sit in silence, gazing on my tawny face, 
afraid to speak the business of this hour? Ah, even the sav- 
age reads the inner purposes that make you tremble in their 
execution. Ye have arraigned me here because, forsooth, I 
gave the shelter of my wigwam to the man whom, in your 
anger, yc had banished. This is my crime. And for this, 
suspicion rests upon my race. Your fathers left their homes 
across the waters, that they might serve the Great Spirit as it 
should please them. No sooner are these blessings bequeathed 
to ye than ye deny them to every man who can not worship 
as yc worship. Why do ye that have just plucked the red 
knife from your own wounded sides, strive thus to stab your 
brother? Ye drove him forth into the forest without food 
or shelter. The enemy of my race, he came from ye with 
his heart sore and bleeding at your crueltj', and I could not 
drive him from my fire, nor forbid him to lie down on my 
mat. Your great Book, ye say, teaches ye to give good gifts 
to the stranger, and to deal kindly with him whose heart is 
sad. The Wampanoag needs no such counselor, for, with 
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hifi own finger, the Great Spirit has written it upon the heart 
of the savage. 

And what is this ye ask? Sell ye our lands? Have ye not 
enough? What though we live and rear our little ones be- 
neath the shadows of the forest trees, is home to us less dear 
because we do not build the white man's palace there? Are 
our lakes and rivers valued less because they do not bear your 
white- winged ships? By all this land I love, I swear that 
Metamora never will forsake the home of his fathers to let the 
plough of the stranger disturb the bones of his kindred. 

Ye ask for tokens of peace. Restore, then, that which, 
fifty snows ago, ye received from the hands of my father, 
Massasoit. Ye came among us like wandering refugees, and 
our wigwams were opened, and we received ye as a mother 
her adopted children. And this our reward, — your eternal 
enmity. 

Ah, ye call me serpent ! Beware that ye tread not too 
hard upon the serpent's folds. His fangs are sharp; and his 
venom has not lost its power to kill. 

Who is your witness there whose testimony proves my 
guilt? Let me see his eyes. Art thou he I snatched from 
the tomahawk of the Mohegan when thou hadst sung thy 
death-song? Did Metamora cherish thee in his wigwam, and 
dost thou now put a knife into the white man's hand to slay 
him? The Foul Spirit has entered thee, and the blood of the 
Wampanoag has left thy veins. Thy heart is a lie. That 
treacherous eye can not rest on the face of truth, when, like 
the great light, it shines upon thee in unclouded glory. Eld- 
ers, can he speak truth who has been false to his nation, to 
his brothers and to his God? If they believe thee, tell them 
they have bought your tongue, and thou hast sold them a lie. 
I am Metamora, thy father and thy king ! 

Stand off ! My knife has drunk the blood of the false, and 
it licks its fiery tongue for more. White man, beware! The 
mighty spirits of my race are hovering o'er your heads. 
Tliey stretch out their shadowy arms and shriek for ven- 
g(Mnce. They shall have it. Tlie war-whoop shall yet 
frighten ^o from ^our dreams. The r^cj b^tQhet shall gleam 
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in the horrid glare of your burning dwellings. From the 
east and from the west, from the north and from the south, 
shall the loud cry of vengeance burst, till the lands ye have 
stolen groan under your feet no more. The eternal spirit of 
the red man awakes from its long and patient sleep. It 
shakes off the fetters that have weighed it down, and rushes 
forth on wings of fire! Hold! Seize Metamora? Never! 
I will smite your nation, and defy your power! Come on! 
With this, the only weapon I have saved from the unbroken 
strife, I will hew my way back to the forest whence I came. 

PALINGENESIS. 



BULWEB LYTTON. 



[This should be given as a prayer and as a sc^loqav, aooordlngto 
sentiment, occasionally departing from these for descnpUve, didactie 
or Other features. Use soft orotund voice.] 

MY Saviour [kneel]^ dare I come to Thee 
Who let the little children come ? 
I come from wandering to and fro 
This weary world. There, still, his round 
The Accuser goes ; but Thee I found 
Not anywhere. Both joy and woe 
Have passed me by, and yet I know 
That tears lie deep in all I do. 
The homeless that are sick for home 
Are not so wretched. Ere it break. 
Receive my heart, and for the sake. 
Not of my sorrows, but of Thine. 
Oh, if I heard Thy voice say, " Come," 
So might I, dying, die near Thee. 
It shames me not to liave passed by 
The temple-doors in every street 
Where men profaned Thee; bnt that I 
Have left neglected, choke4 with weeds^ 
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Defrauded of its incense sweet 

From holy thoughts and loyal deeds, 

The fane Thou gavest me to enshrine 

Thee in, — this wretched heart of mine. 

Most obscene shapes of night and sin 

Still haunt where God designed a bower 

For angels. lStand.'\ 

Alas! 'tis not the creed that saves the man; 

It is the man that justifies the creed. 

Each man deems his own sand-house secure 

While life's wild waves are lulled. But 

Lulls there are in a man's life which are not peace. 

Tumults which are not triumphs ; for 

Those who climb must count to fall. 

But each new fall will prove them climbing still. 

The wave that groans and writhes upon tlie beach. 

To-morrow will submit itself to calm. 

If man were formed with all his faculties 

For sorrow, I should sorrow for him less ; 

But all man's faculties are for delight; 

And all man^s life is compassed with what seems 

Framed for enjoyment ; and from all that sight 

And sense reveal, a magic murmur streams 

Into man's heart and says, or seems to say, 

"Be happy," and the heart of man replies : 

" Leave happiness to brutes; I would be wise. 

Give me not peace, but science, glory, art.'* 

In manhood only, man 

Perceives man's destiny. In nature's plan, 

Our path is over midnight to — to-morrow. 

And so the Prince of Life, in dying, gave 

Undying life to mortals. 

I can not reach the gates of heaven, and knock 

And enter. Though I stood upon the rock 

Like Moses, God must speak ere I can hear. 

And touch me ere I feel Him, 

And in this consciousness I reach repose. 

O siren of the enchanted main, 
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Through which I lingered ! Altars, templeSy grovefl, 

Whelmed in the salt sea wave that rolls and roves 

Around each desolate, lost domain ! 

Over all these hath passed the dehige, and 

Saved from the sea, forlornly face to face 

With the gaunt ruin of a world I stand. 

But two alone of all that perished race 

Survive to share with mo my wanderings, 

Doubt and Experience. These my steps attend 

Ever, and oft above my harp they bend, 

And, weeping with me, weep among its strings. 

Yet, saved, though in a land unconsecrate 

By any memory, it seems good to me 

To build an altar to the Lord. [Kneel.] 

Father, hear my cry unto Thee ; 

Make Thy covenant fast with my spirit. 

Bind within Thy bow the whole horizon 

Of my tears. I pant for Thy refreshing. 

Bid Thy fountains flow in this dry desert 

Where no springs I see. 

Before I venture in an unknown land. 

Here will I clear the ground on which I stand, 

And justify the hope Thou gavest me. 

Just, awful God ! Here at Thy feet I lay [rise] 

My life's most precious offering, my soul. 

The man who knows not God around and through him is 

A beggar with a kingdom in his scope. 

Why is it that all deep emotion makes us sigh 

To quit this world? ♦ 

Behold the world man lives in ! His delight 

Deceives; his power fatigues; his strength is brief ; 

His morning is not certain of the night. 

Where are the violets of vanished years. 

The sunsets Rachel watched by Laban's well? 

Ask the meteor from the midnight dropt. 

My heart inhabits other worlds than this. 

And I go mourning ever in the smile 

Of universal nature, searching ever 



...< 
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The pliantom of a joy which here I miss. 

Methought (it was the midnight of my soul, 

Dead midnight) that I stood on Calvary. 

I found the Cross, but not the Christ. The whole 

Of heaven was dark ; and I went bitterly, 

Weeping because I found Him not. Methought 

(It was the twilight of the dawn and mist) 

I stood before the sepulchre of Christ. 

Tlie sepulchre was vacant. Bitterly 

Weeping I stood, because not even there 

I found Him. Then a voice spake unto me: 

" Whom seekest thou? Why is thy heart dismayed? 

Jesus of Nazareth, He is not here. 

Behold the Lord hath risen.'* 

And while he spake, the sunrise smote the world. 

Tlien spake the voice again : "Go forth and tell 

The world the Lord hath risen.** And suddenly 

The whole unboimded Orient did rejoice 

In glory. Wherefore should I mourn that here 

My heart feels racant of what most it needs? 

Christ is risen ! Pour, O risen Son [kneel] 

Of Righteousness, the light for which I yearn. 

Upon the darkness of this mortal hour. 

Father of all which is or yet may be. 

May tliis, the last prayer I have learned, be blest. 

Grant nie to live, that I may need from life 

No more than life hath given me, and to die 

That I may give to death no more than I 

Have long abandoned. Grant, if Thou wilt, 

A life of martyrdom on earth, 

And after earth, a martyr's joy. [Rise,] 



WHEN first I kissed sweet Margaret, 
She blushed rose-red and sternly said : 
"You mustn't! Stop! '' 
Last night I kissed sweet Margaret ; 

She blushed rose- red and only said : 
" You mustn't stop! 
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IRY AND BILLY AND JO, 



I 



JAMES WHITCOMB BILEY. 
[Copyrighted by The Bowen-Merrlll Co., and r^'printed by permlasloii.] 

RYan' Billy an* Joe!— 
Iry an* Billy's the hoys^ 

An' Jo 8 their dog^ you know, — 

Their pictur's took all in a row. 
Bet they kin kick up a noise — 
Iry an* Billy, the boys, 

An* that-air little dog Jo ! 

Yit the way them boys, you know, 
Usen to jes turn in 

An* fight over that dog Jo 

Wuz a burnin* shame an* a sin ! 

Iry he^d argy *at, by gee- whizz ! 

That-air little Jo-dog wuz Aw, 

An' Billy Jie'd claim it wuzn't so — 
*Cau8e the dog wuz hisn! An' at it they'd go, 
Nip-an' -tugg, tooth-an' -toe-nail, you know — 
Iry an' Billy an' Jol 

But their pa (he wuz the marshal then) 

He 'tended-like 'at he jerked ^em up/ 
An' got a jury o' Brick-yard men 

An* belt a trial about the pup ; 
An' he says he jes like to 'a' died 
When the rest o' us town-boys testified — 

Eegardin', you know, 

Iry an* Billy an' Jo, 

'Cause we allknowed, when the Oipsiea they 

Camped down here by the crick last fall, 
They brung Jo with *em, an' give him away 

To Iry an* Billy fer nothin' at all ! 
So the jury fetched in the verdick so 

Jo he ain*t neether o theirn fer short 

He's Jt>^A their dog, an* jes no more! 

All' so 

They've quit quarrelin* long ago, 

Iry an* Billy an* Jo. 
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ROMANCE OF A ROSE. 



MAURICE E. MCLAUGHLIN. 

LI ER blue eyes shine with heavenly light, 
* ^ As she stands upon her toes, 
To pin, with care, with her hands so fair, 

Upon my coat, a rose. 
Oh, such an air the darling has, 

And such a fetching way; 
Her rose I'll wear, I fondly swear, 
Forever and a day. 

Her face is framed in a tangled mass 

Of wavy, bronze brown hair; 
Her foot so neat, her hand petite. 

Her graces would ensnare 
The most confirmed anchorite, 

And make the hardest heart, 
Caught by her smiles and artless wiles. 

Succumb to Cupid's dart. 

But why that queer, expectant look 

Upon her fair young face? 
Do you suppose that for her rose 

She wants me to embrace, 
To fold her to my heart and swear, 

By all the stars above, 
That only she will ever be 

My " darling duck " or " love? 



\ 



Well, no, that longing, searching look 

Means nothing half so nice, 
For I can see this little she 

Is just as cool as ice. 
You'd like to know, then, why she pins 

The rose on my coat collar ? 
This maid so rare is at a fair. 

The rose cost me a dollar I 
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GENERAL GRANT. 



CHAUNCEY M. DEPEW. 



[Pro:n Mr. Depew*s ** Orations and Speeches/* Cassell Poblishlil^ Company, 

publishers, by permission of the author.] 

\A/ E are not yet far enough from General Grant's person- 
^^ ality to read accurately the verdict of posterity, and 
we are so near that we still feel the force of the mighty pas- 
sions in the midst of which he moved and lived. The hun- 
dred years of our national existence are crowded with an 
unusual number of men eminent in arms and in statesman- 
ship. Of the heroes and patriots who filled the niches in 
our temple of fame for the first century the birthdays of 
only two of them are of such significance that they receive 
wide celebration — Lincoln and Grant. When the historian 
of the future calmly and impartially writes a story of this 
momentous period, these two names will be inseparably 
linked together, and without them both the great battle 
of human rights and American unity might have been lost. 

No one of the statesmen of the time who might possibly 
have been president could have held the country up to the 
high- water mark of the continuous struggle of hope against 
defeat, of fighting not only against a solid enemy, but an 
almost equal division in his own camps. His humble origin, 
his homely ways, his quaint humor, his constant touch and 
sympathy with the people, inspired the confidence that ena- 
bled him to command and wield all the forces of the re- 
public. 

But the aspiration of Lincoln for the defeat of the re- 
bellion and the reunion of the States could not have been 
realized except for Grant. Until he appeared upon the 
scene, the war had been a bloody and magnificent failure. 
The cumulative and concentrated passions of the Confed- 
eracy had fused the whole people into an army of aggres- 
sion and defense. The North, without passion or vindictive- 
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ness, fought with gloved hands at the expense of thousands 
of hves and fatal blows to prestige and credit. 

Victories were fruitless, defeats disastrous, delays de- 
moralizing, until the spirit of the war entered the camp in 
the person of Ulysses S. Grant. Without sentiment or 
passion he believed that every reverse could be retrieved 
and victory should be followed by the annihilation of the 
enemy's forces. " My terms are unconditional surrender ; 
I move immediately on your works," was the legend of Don- 
elson, which proclaimed the new method of warfare. He 
hurled his legions against the ramparts of Vicksburg. 

He believed that the river of blood shed to-day and fol- 
lowed by immediate results was infinitely more merciful to 
friend and to foe than the slower disasters of war which 
made the hecatombs of the dead. From the surrender of 
Vicksburg rose the sun of national unity to ascend to the 
zenith at Appomattox and never to set. 

The curse of power is flattery, the almost inevitable con- 
comitant of greatness, jealousy; yet no man ever lived who 
so rejoiced in the triumph of others as General Grant. Sher- 
idan, riding down the valley, reversing the tide of battle, 
falling with resistless blows upon the enemy until he sur- 
rendered, drew from his admiring commander the exult- 
ing remark to the country : " Behold one of the greatest 
generals of this or any other age." 

General Grant will live in history as the greatest soldier 
of his time. The larger the field, the greater the peril, the 
more mighty the results dependent on the issue, the more 
superbly Grant rose to the requirements of the emergency. 
The only commander who never lost a battle, his victories 
were not luck but genius and pluck. 

The motto which appeared in the sky at the consumma- 
tion of his victories, and was as distinct as the cross to Con- 
stantine, was " Let us have peace." Under its inspiration 
he returned to Lee his sword. He stood between the Con- 
federate leaders and the passions of the hour, and with his 
last breath repeated it as a solemn injunction. As his spirit 
hovers over us, let the sentiment be the active principle of 
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our faith. He meant that political divisions of our country, 
inevitable and necessary for its freedom and prosperity, 
should not be upon sectional lines. It was a grand legacy 
to his countrymen, to you and to me; for all of us it is full 
of the spirit of wisdom : " The Union first, the party next" 



BINOB SHB WENT HOMB. 



ROBERT J. BURDETTE. 

OiNCE she went home — 
The evening shadows linger longer here, 
The winter days fill so much of the year, 
And .even summer days are chill and drear. 

Since she went home. 



Since she went hom< 
The robin's note has touched a minor strain. 
The old glad songs breathe but a sad refrain, 
And laughter sobs with hidden, bitter pain. 

Since she went home. 

Since she went home — 
How still the empty rooms her presence blessed ; 
Untouched the pillow that her dear head pressed ; 
My lonely heart hath nowhere for its rest. 

Since she went home. 

Since she went home — 
The long, long days have crept away like years, 
The sunlight has been dimmed with doubts and fears, 
And the dark nights have rained in lonely tears, 

Since she went home. 
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MY LOVE OF LONG AGK). 



M. HEDDERWICK BROWNE. 

'T'HERE are faces just as perfect, 
* There are eyes as true and sweet ; 
There are hearts as strong and tender 

As the heart that's ceased to beat; 
There are voices just as thrilling, 

There are souls as white, I know. 
As hers were when she went from me— 

My love of long ago. 

New lips are ever telling 

The tale that ne'er grows old, 
Life's grays are always changing 

For someone into gold; 
But amid the shine and shadow, 

Amid the gloom and glow. 
She walks with me, she talks with me— 

My love of long ago. 

When I think of all the changes 

That the changing years have brought, 
I am glad the world that holds her 

Is the world that changes not. 
And the same as when she left me. 

She waits for me, I know — 
My love on earth, my love in heaven, 

My love of long ago. 



What's in a name ? 
Well, that depends 

On how you win it; 
Just like your purse. 
It's always worth 

What you put ip it. 
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MUCKLE-MOUTH MEG. 



ROBERT BROWNmO. 

FROWNED the laird on the lord: "So, red- 
handed I catch thee? 
Death-doomed by our law of the border! 
We've a gallows outside and a chiel to despatch thee : 
Who trespasses — hangs; all's in order." 

lie met frown with smile, did the young English gallant. 

Then the laird's dame: " Nay, husband, I beg! 
lie's comely ; be merciful! Grace for the callant 

If he marries our Muckle-mouth Meg! " 

'' No inilo-widc mjuthed monster of yours do I marry ! 

Grant rather the gallows! " laughed he. 
*' Foul fare kith and kin of you — why do you tarry? " 

'' To tame your fierce temper! " quoth she. 

*' Shove him quick in the hole, shut him fast for a week. 

Cold, darkness, and hunger work wonders; 
Who lion-like roars now, mouse-fashion will squeak, 

And ' it rains * soon succeed to ' it thunders. ' " 

A week did he bide in the 3old and the dark — 

Not hunger ; for duly at morning 
In flitted a lass, and a voice like a lark 

Chipped : '' Muckle-mouth Meg still ye're scorning?" 

" Go hang, but here's parritch to hearten ye first! " 
'' Did Meg's muckle-mouth boast within some 

Such music as yours, mine should match it or burst. 
No frog-jaws ! So tell folk, my winsome ! *' 



Soon week came to end, and from hole's door set widei 
Out he marclied, and there waited the lassie. 

•* Yon gallows, or Muckle-mouth Meg for a bride | 
Consider I Sk^'s blue and turf 's grassy. 
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''Life's sweet! shall 1 say ye wed Muckle-mouth Meg?" 
" Not I," quoth the stout heart; " too eerie 

The mouth that can swallow a bullyjock's egg ; 
Shall I let it munch mine? Never, dearie! " 

' ' Not Muckle-mouth Meg ! Wow, the obstinate man ! 

Perhaps he would rather wed me ! " 
''Ay, would he — with just for a dowry your can! " 

" I'm Muckle-mouth Meg," chirruped she. 

" Then so — so — so — so — so," as he kissed her apace — 

" Will I widen thee out till thou turnest 
From Margaret Minnikin-mou*, by God's grace, 

To Muckle-mouth Meg in good earnest ! '* 



CRIPPLE TIM. 



FRANK HASTINGS. 



THE bootblacks and newsboys had missed Cripple Tim 
For more than a week and were talking of him, 
When into their council, pinched, careworn, and thin. 
With cheeks pale and hollow, he came limping in. 
" Bin sick, Tim? " said one. " Bin away? " said another. 
But Tim only murmured, " Bin a-nursin' my brother," 
And added : " Say, kids, here's my kit for two bits. 
Say, take it, some feller. I'll throw in these mits." 

The bargain soon driven, his quarter in sight, 

Tim entered the newsroom and started to write. 

And a tear filled the eye of the warm-hearted clerk 

As he read the result of Tim's labored work ; 

And it went into press just as Tim wrote it down 

And was spelled out in whispers by the waifs of the town. 

" Burnin feVer tuk him an hes DeD 
tinis onlY brother little teD 
Gon up ter heVen that's all 
funeral termorrer citY hall," 
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" Kin it go fur a quarter? " said Tim with a sob. 

'' I sold out my kit fur ter pay fur the job, 

'Cause he died in my arms, an* I wants him ter see, 

'Way up there with mother, how he stood here with me." 

Tim*8 kit, filled with flowers, they took to his den. 

Each newsboy and bootblack contributing **ten," 

And Ted's little coffin as it sank 'neath the sod 

Was a tribute of street- waifs sent straight to their GtxL 

To nature's sweet touch each heart like a rose 
Unfolds in the garden of poor human woes. 



WHEN IN DISGRACE. 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEABB. 

WHEN in disgrace with fortune and men's eyes, 
I all alone beweep my outcast state, 
And trouble deaf Heaven with my bootless cries, 

And look upon myself and curse my fate, 
Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 

Featured like him, like him with friends possefls^i 
Desiring this man's art and that man's ^cope. 

With what I most enjoy contented leaat ; 
Yet in these thoughts, myself almost despising, 

Haply I think on thee, and then my state, 
Like to the lark at break of day arisipg 

From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven's gittej 
For thy sweet love remembered such loye bringei 
That then I scorn to change my state with kings* 



I MEANT to write a valentine 

To her I love — sweet Mistress Sue, 

With rhyme of eyes and tender sighs. 
And loving heart so warm and true ; 

But what's the use, when from my window hi^hi 

I see her with old Croesus going hj ? 



TA/fTOMIMES 



Illustrated — Descriptive — Conventional 



Pantomimes which have illustrations are indicated by the wor 
"Photographs/* Other pantomimes are either 
descriptive or conventional 

Abide with Me. 35C> lO min. Any num- 
ber. Hymn by W. H. Monk, pantomime by 
Anna D. Cooper. Mrs. McKinley's favorite 
hymn. While particularly suited to religious 
occasions, it is good for any entertainment. 
6 photographs. 

Absalom. 35c. 15 min. 1 to 12, both 
sexes. Poem by N. P. Willis, pantomime 
by Catholic Sister. Pictures gnef of David 
over death of Absalom. WMfebOO. 



Almost Discovered, or the Powder 

Puff. 35c. 10 min. Woman. Panto- 
mime by Marion Walsh. Dressing-room. 
Maid costume. A maid is almost discovered 
using her mistress's powder-puff. WMfeb02. 
6 photographs. 

Angels of Buena Vista: or, Mexic 
Drill and Pantomime. 25c. 20 min. 

12f. Poem by Whittier, pantomime by Mat- 
tie Harkwicke. Mexican costumes. Mexic 
drill and Montezuma Cotillon followed by 
pantomiming poem, which tells of nurses 
watching battle and recognizing among dead 
and wounded husbands* and lovers. 

Art Will Have No Rival. 35c. 15 min. 

8m, lOf. J. W. Morrow. Greek sculptor is 
so wedded to art that, although starving, he 
will not sell. His art finds a rival in daugh- 
ter of rich man who comes to buy. Sciilp- 
tor's love-making so affects his nine women 
statues that they tumble in pieces. WMmay92. 

At the Golden Gates. $1. 15 min. Any 

number. Poem by Father Ryan, pantomime 
by Helen Schuster, music by Sumner Salter. 
Exquisite booklet. As a person kneels at 
the Golden Gates he is told of a day when 
the soul shall reach great heights. The song 
(most suitable for church and other occa- 
sions) supplied without the pantomime for 
50c. 28 photographs. 

Bachelor's Dream. 35c. 25 min. im. 

1 boy. 10 or more f. S. Schell. Young 
ladies in costumes of different nations from 
ancient to present times or all in up-to-date 
costumes and one as bride; boy as cupid. 
Bachelor falls asleep and dreams of different 
fair ones. When bride appears he awakes 
and takes her. WMjune99. 



Bells of Shandon. 35c. 10 min. At 

number. Poem by Rev. Francis Mahon 
pantomime by Elise West. WMmarOO. 

Ben*Hur Chariot Race Poses. 351 

H. T. Daghistanlian. 8 photographs < 
poses taken during reading of '*The Chari 
Race." WMfcbOO. 

Blacksmith's Story. 25c. Pathos, i 

min. Man. Poem by F. Olive, poses I 
F. C. Caldwell. First husband reports 
killed in battle, man marries suppose 
widow, but first husband appears and woms 
goes with him, taking away second husband 
child. 17 photographs. 

Bobby Shaftoe. 35c. Comedy. Im. 2 
Pathos. 10 min. Humorous pantomime, 1 
Helen Schuster, depicts boy departing, na 
ing been rejected by girl, who relents < 
his return. Pathetic prose selection, 1 
Homer Greene, tells how a mischievo' 
scholar saves from sudden flood his teachc 
and of his own narrow escape. Both in 01 
leaflet. 5 photographs. 

Bride of the Greek Isle. 35c, 12 mi 

Any number. Poem by Mrs. Hemans, pa 
tomime by E. L. Ambler. Greek or Turkii 
costumes. Bride, abducted by pirates, wl 
kill bridegroom, sets fire at night to sh 
and perishes. "The Bride's Farewell" 
sung behind the scenes. Music. WMsep9 

Bring Flowers. 35c. 15 min. 1 or mo 

f. Poem by Mrs. Hemans, pantomime 1 
Helen M. Schuster. Can be given by chi 
or adult. States where and why flowers a 
appropriate. WMnov99. 11 photographs. 

Charge of the Light Brigade: o 
Sword Drill and Pantomime. $1.2, 

In "Delsarte Recitation Book." 20 mi 
16f or m. A. B. Webb. Swords require 
Military costume. Drill consists of militai 
movements leading to burlesque pantomir 
of "Charge of the Light Brigade," and clos 
with military march. 1 photograph. Sar 
book contains pantomime of Joker's Mi 
take" also "Doll Drill," and many recit 
tions, entertainments, etc. 
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Children Pantomimic Studies. 35c. 

In "Werner's Kcadings No. 17." 82 photo- 
grai>hs, pwrtraying Listening, Horror, ^Sup- 

S'ication, Ridicule, Despair, Laughter, Faith, 
cvenge, I'rayer, Blessing, Grandma Study, 
I*atriotic Study, "How do you do," **1 don't 
like you," "Good Morning," Thinking, 
"Now 1 lay me down to sleep," "Good 
Night," Invitation and Deliberation, Pout- 
ing and Teasing, Secrecy, Accusation and 
Guilt, Mirth and Self -Contentment, Fare- 
well, Blessing, Taking a Nap, Interrupted 
Nap, Real Comfort, Lntreaty, Pouting, Re- 
buffed, Minuet Courtesy; affordinf^ mater- 
ial for four entertainments or studies. 

Columbus*s Trials and Triumphs. 25c. 

Reading. 1 hour. Many persons. M. L. 
(jaddess. Historical facts are read and 
pantomimed. \\'Msept92. 

Comin* through the Rye. 25c. 10 

min. 1 or many f. Pantomimed ^y 1. 
Cioodhue. Scottish Highland costume. The 
famous and popular song beginning "Gin a 
Body Meet a Body," etc 12 photographs. 

Conquered Banner. 35c. 10 min. 1 or 

many f. I'oem by Father Ryan, pantomime 
by Anna D. Cooper. Heroism and pathos 
are shown in this touching farewell to the 
Confederate flag. 8 i)hotographs. 

Court of Cupid. 35c 15 min. 12 to 
20 f. with small child. A. M. F. Calkins. 

(1) Love's Dream — Cupid's Opportunity, 

(2) Propitiating the God of Love, (8) Vic- 
tory and Defeat. Magazine contains also 
"The Ways and Trials of Lovers," by 
"Youthful Pantomimists," and illustrations 
of costumes worn in "When Grandma Was 
a Girl," "Mad Marguerite," "]'or God and 
C(»untry." "Elaine," "Marguerite" (in 
"Faust"), "The Green-Eyed Monster," and 
of a Chinese mandarm. WMdec98. 2 
photographs. 

Dance of the Mist Maiden; or, *'Maid 
of the Morning Mist.** $1. Greek 

dance and pantomime. 10 min. Woman. 
Cozette Keller. Daphne, maid of the morn- 
ing mist, discovered by Apollo, the sun 
god, who falls in love with her and tries 
to catch her, dissolves in mist. Elegant 
specialty and an exquisite booklet. 12 
photograjihs. 

Dentist and Patient. 35c. in "Wer- 
ner's Readings No. 3." 8 min. Man. 
George Kyle. Encore pantomime. Both 
dentist and patient arc represented. Same 
book contains pantomime of "The Juggler" 
and many other fine platform features. 

Easter Lilies for Easter Time. 25c. 

Religious. 8 min. Woman. Poem and 
pantomime by Mrs. F. W. Pender. ^ While 
specially suitable for Easter, piece is good 
for any time. Poem urges offering of Hlies 
to the' Master and tells of lilies' signifi- 
cance. 7 i)hotographs. 



Famine, The. 35c. in "Hiawatha En- 
tertainments." 20 min. Any number both 
sexes. Poem by Longfellow, pantomime by 
Grace B. Faxon. Pictures long and cruel 
winter suffered by Hiawatha and Minne- 
haha, appearance of ghosts, death of Minne- 
haha, farewell of Hiawatha, etc« 

Famine, The. $2.50. in ''Gesture and 
Pantomimic Action." I*athos. Woman. 
20 min. Poem bv Longfellow, pantomime 
by I'lorence F. Adams. Same book con- 
tains also pantomimes of "Faust*' Cathedral 
Scene, "Sister Helen," "Story of a Faith- 
ful Soul." 7 photographs. 

"Faust** Cathedral Scene. $2.50. 

In "Gesture and Pantomimic Action." 
Pathos. 15 min. Woman. Poem by 
Goethe, pantomime by Florence F. Adam.s. 
Same book contains also pantomime of 
"The Famine," "Sister Helen," "Story of 
a Faithful Soul." 6 photographs. 

Flowers Sleep. 35c in "Werner's Read- 
ings No. 17." 10 min. Any number chil- 
dren. Greek costumes. As poem is re- 
cited children pose. Poem pictures life of 
flowers; how they sleep until Easter, when 
they awaken to make us glad. Book c(m- 
tains drills, dialogrues^ pantomimes, recita- 
tions, etc, all for children. 

Goldenhair and the Bears. 35c. child. 

20 min. 3m, If. Girl with golden hair 
goes to house where live three bears (im- 
personated by boys), eats tneir food and 
gets into their bed. Bears come home, are 
surprised to find food gone and someone 
in bed. Girl, at first frightened, soon feels 
safe and scene ends with dance. Music. 

Hiawatha: A Pantomimed Reading. 

35c. In "Hiawatha Entertainments." 5 
scenes. 1 hour. Any number. Depicts 
life of Hiawatha from childhood through 
his wedding-feast. One person reads text 
while any number of others take part in 
pantomime, tableaux and songs. 

Holy City, The. 35c Religions. 8 min. 
Poem by F. K Weatherly, pantomime by 
Elise West. A vision of the New Jerusa- 
lem, to which "no one was denied." IS 
photographs. 

I [>on*t Know. 15c. Comedy. 10 min. 
Im. ^ L. B. C. Josephs. A study in ex* 
pressive attitudes. r^ine pantomimic ex- 
pressions in answer to nine questions. 10 
photographs. 

Tse Bad. 35c Comedy. Chfld dialect 
8 min. Child or adult. Poem and panto- 
mime by Mrs. F. W. Pender. Companion 
piece to "I'se Dood." Small girl, telling 
of the naughty thin{(s she does, concludes 
"I'se bad, I dess I is." 15 photographs. 

I'se Dood. 35c. Comedy. Child diiOect 
8 min. Child or adult. Poem and panto* 
mime by Mrs. F. W. Pender. Companion 
piece to "I'se Bad." Small jfirl tells why 
everyone likes hi r — "Tansc rat dood.** 10 
photogn'aphs. 
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Japanese Fantastics. 75c. Pantomime 

and drill. Any even number f. Japanese 
costumes and fans. 68 movements and at- 
titudes. Most artistic booklet, suitable for 
gift. 6 ■ pages music. Two large photo- 
graphs of Geisha girl musicians and dancers, 
also full-length photograph of Sada Yacco, 
the only Japanese actress. 10 attitude 
photographs. 

Japanese Wedding. 35c. In "Werner's 
Readings No. 3.'* 20 min. 16 persons. S. 
Rice. Japanese costumes. Announcement 
is made before the pantomime as to what 
is about to take place. 

Jesus, Lover of My Soul. 50c. 

10 min. 1 to 12 f. Pantomimed by Myra 
Pollard. This famous hymn illustrated by 
poses grouped in artistic design, printed in 
colored ink on heavy enameled paper, 16x23 
inches, suitable for framing for wall dec- 
oration, making an ornament for home, 
studio, Sunday-School, hall, etc. Anyone 
can easily learn from cuts how to panto- 
mime every line. 17 photographs. 

Joker's Mistake. $1.25. in "Delsarte 

Recitation Book." 8 min. Man or woman. 
L. B. C. Josephs. Pantomimist plays a joke 
and is overcome with laughter until joke is 
resented and he passes from laughter 
through surprise to entreaty for forgive- 
ness. Same book contains also pantomime 
of "Charge of the Light Brigade," also 
"Doll Drill" and many recitations, enter- 
tainments, etc. 
Juggler, The. 35c. In "Werner's Read- 
ings No. 3." 5 min. Man. George Kyle. 
Imaginary balls are rolled and tossed. 
Same book has pantomime of "Dentist & 
Patient*' and many other fine platform 
features. 

Lady Clare. 35C. 10 min. 1 or many f. 
Poem by Tennyson, poses by Lucy Harris. 
When a girl, betrothed to a lord, learns 
that she is of humble birth but has been 
educated as a "lady," she gives up her 
possessions and frees her lover from his 
promise, but he marries her in spite of her 
changed station. WMmarOl. 8 photographs. 

L' Allegro; or. Mirth Drill and Tab- 
leaux. 35c. 15 min. 14f. Illustrating 
thoughts from Milton's "L'AUegro," by I. 
Goodhue. Greek costume. May also be 
used under the name "Happy Maidens." 
WMdec99. 18 photographs. 

Last Rose of Summer. 35c. 10 min. 

1 or many f. Poem bv T. Moore, panto- 
mime by N. K. Oppenneimcr. 12 photos. 

Lead, Kindly Light. 25c. 1 or many 

f. Cardinal Newman's great hymn panto- 
mimed by Marie M. Nordrum. Cardinal's 
portrait. 9 photographs. 

Leah, the Forsaken. 35c. Curse Scene. 

.5 min. Woman. Pantomime by T. S. 
Toube. Jewish costume. Verse. A Jew- 
ish girl, betrayed and cast off by her gen- 
tile lover, is drawn back to hnn; on pass- 



ing a church she listens to the music, but 
her softened heart turns to stone and her 
words to curses when she learns the wed- 
ding music is for him. 11 photographs. 

Listening Ear of Night. 25c. 10 min. 

1 or many f. Poem by E. H. Sears, poses 
by Martha H. Dye, direction of Anna D. 
Cooper. A Christmas carol. Celestial 
choirs and angels fill the air with har- 
monies which fall on the "listening ear of 
night." Hills of Palestine send back a glad 
reply, while over Galilee comes a holier 
calm. 7 photographs. 

Lotos-Eaters. 50c. 30 min. 3f. Poem 
by Tennyson, pantomime by Myra Pollard. 
Grecian warriors, returning from Trojan 
war, stop at the lotos land, eat of the lotos, 
become indolent, and lose desire to return 
home. May be. given by three girls, or any 
number of'^ groups of three. Printed in 
three colors, with original borders and 
landscapes. Portraits of Tennyson and 
Miss Pollard. Schumann's "Slumber Song" 
given. Most artistic booklet. 15 photos. 

"Lucia," Mad Scene. 25c. Tragic. 

Woman. Poses by Mary Howe. WMaug97. 
6 photographs. 

Maud Muller. 25c. 10 min. Poem by 
Whittier, poses by Lucy Harris. Portrait 
of Whittier, also cuts of his birthplace and 
residence. 5 photographs. 

Mirth Drill and Tableaux. 35c. 

3 5 min. 14f. Illustrating thoughts from 
Milton's "L'AUegro," by I. Goodhue. Greek 
costume. May also be used under the name 
"Happy Maidens." WMdec99. 18 photos. 

My Faith Looks up to Thee. 35c. 

10 min. 1 or more f. Pantomimed by A. 
Caywood. May be given by children or 
adults. WMnovOO. 17 photographs. 

My Mother's Bible. 35c. Religious, a 

min. Woman or girl. Poem and panto- 
mime by Mrs. F. W. Pender. Tells of the 
lessons learned from mother and the love 
daughter bears for mother's Bible, from 
which those lessons were taken. 13 photos. 

Myrrh-Bearers. 35c. 15 min. 9f. E. 

Mund. Myrrh-bearers begin in gloom and 
despair but end in joy and hope through 
the Resurrection. Easter anthem may be 
sung at end. WMmar96. 

Nearer, My God, to Thee. 50c. 

10 min. 1 or more f. This famous hymn 
illustrated by _ 22 poses, printed in an ar- 
tistic design in two colors on heavy en- 
ameled paper,^ 17x25 inches, suitable for 
framing, making an ornament for home, 
studio, Sunday-School, hall, etc. Pictures 
show how to pantomime the hymn without 
other instruction. 22 photographs. 

Oak in a Storm. 35c. in "Werner's 
Readings No. 13." 25 min. Woman, or 
man and woman. Wife in lecturing hus- 
band because of lateness talks so fast that 
he can only pantomime his replies. A 
bracelet from him restores her good nature. 
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Old Folks at Home. 25c. 10 min. if 

or many. Poem by S. Foster, pantomime 
by Fanny A. Myers. Known also as 
**S*wanee River." Famous pathetic negro 
ballad. 15 photographs. 

Pantomime and Posing Serial. 35c. 

In "Werner's Readings No. 23." H. . L. 
Finer. Covers whole gamut of pantomime 
work and posing. In same book is the 
pantomime "Pleasures of Hope" besides 
many fine recitations. 

Pantomime Music. $1.50. Accompani- 
ments. Sheet music. 11. W. Loomis, 
Music for following pantomimes, by M. T. 
Magill: "Rory O'More," "Gincvra" (chest 
story), "Seven Times One," "Queen Kath- 
arine's Vision," "Seven Times Three," 
Goldenhair and the Bears," "A Winter's 
Tale." Same book has "Fairy Hill," a 
cantata for children. 

Parlor Parterres. 35c. 1. "The Young 

Artist;" 2. "Family Stairs;" 3. "Dickens 
Scene — The Dolls' Dressmaker's Dream of 
*Shining Rows of Children;'" 4. "The 
Household Brigade;" 5. "Modern Narcis- 
sus." WMjuly87. 

Pleasures of Hope. 35c. In "Werner's 

Readings No. 23." 15 min. Any number 
f. H. L. Pincr. Scotch costume. Pictures 
longing for that which is beyond and how 
"distance always lends enchantment to the 
view." In same book is a complete course 
in pantomime expression besides a large 
collection of recitations. 

Poses Plastiques for the Little Ones 

No. I. 25c. Expression Studies. 30 
min. 1 or many. Words by G. Cooper, 
music b^r C. E. Pratt. Pantomime of Plead- 
ini^ Triumph, Meditation, Despair, Defi- 
ance, Sorrow, Fright, Dancing, Secrecy, 
Mirth, Listening, Watching. The panto- 
miming may be done by one set of children, 
while the singing is done by another set. 
11 photographs. 

Rainbow Studies. 35c. iS'mln. Any 

number. L. Henry. 12th century cos- 
tumes. Pictures a court during the 12th 
century. Each color of the rainbow is pic- 
tured in a tableau. Whole pantomime pic- 
tures important events in life of king and 
queen. WMoct98. 

Rizpah. 25c. 15 min. 1 or many f. 
Poem by L. Blinn, poses by A. M. Morgen- 
roth. Bible story, II. Samuel, xxi, 1-11. 
A mother guards from beasts and birds of 
prey for days dead bodies of her sons, 
given by King David for atonement for 
Saul's slaughtering the Gibeonites. After 
her boys are buried the mother is crazed 
and dies crooning to and rocking an imag- 
inary child. 8 photographs. 

Rock Me to Sleep. 35c. 10 min. if 

or many. Poem by Elizabeth Akers, pan- 
tomime by Lucy Harris. With hints fof 
posing anii photographing poses. WMdecOO. 
10 photographs. 



Rock of Ages. 25c. 10 min. Any nam- 
ber. Pantomimed by M. Wood. An illus- 
tration for tableau — shipwrecked girl cling- 
ing to a cross in mid-ocean is also given. 
12 photographs. 

Romance of the Ganges. 25c. Trag- 
edy. 30 min. 7f. Poem by E. B. Brown- 
ing, pantomime by E. H. Denig. Seven 
maidens set afloat little boats with lighted 
lamps — if ihe light holds out, love will en- 
dure. One of the lights goes out and its 
owner jumps into the river. 14 photographs. 

Rory O'More. 35c. Comedy. Irish dia- 
lect. 15 min. Im, If. Poem by S. Lover, 
pantomime by Myra Pollard and Goodwal 
Dickerman. Peasant costume. Scene be- 
t>yeen saucy lover and coquettish girl, he 
kissing her eight times and then taJdng 
another, as "there is luck in odd numbers. 
6 photographs. 

Royal Princess. 25c. is min. if. Poem 

by C. G. Rossetti, poses by Lucy Harris. 
Princess, surfeited with luxuries and rest- 
less under restraints of royal position, 
shows she has a humane heart, and offers 
to surrender her jewels in order to give 
bread to the starving people. 11 photos. 

Rubaiyat. 35c. is min. 1 or many. 
Poses by Marie G. Macdonald. Some of 
the thoughts from this famous Persian 
poem illustrated by poses from life. 10 
photographs. 

Santa Claus Caught. 35c. 10 min. Chil- 
dren. S. Schell. Children on lookout for 
Santa Claus, hang stocking^s then hide be- 
hind screen but Santa discovers them and 
goes back. Tired out waiting they fall 
asleep. Santa enters, fills stockings, drops 
a toy, children jump ui> and surround him. 
Pantomime closes with two tableaux. 
WMnovOO. 

Seven Ages of Man. 35c. 15 min. 

An>r number. Poem by Shakespeare, pan- 
tomime by P. Phelps. Burlesque. Pictures 
infant, schoolboy, lover, soldier, justice, old 
man, very old man. 

Seven Times One. 35c. Child. 15 min. 

Boy or girl. Poem by Jean Ingelow. Un- 
usually dainty and poetic child entertain- 
ment. 3 photographs. 

Silent Letters. 35c. In "Werner's Read- 
ings No. 27.*' 10 min. Man or woman. 
Helen Potter. Letters are ^opened before 
audience calling out expression of various 
emotions. Same book has many other fine 
features, especially Shakesperian studies. 

Sister Helen. $2.50. in "Gesture and 

Pantomimic Action." Tragic pathos. 1 
boy, If. 20 min. Poem by D. 6. Rossetti, 
pantomime by Florence F. Adams. Girl 
mercilessly takes revenge on faithless lover 
in accordance with ancient belief that by 
I placing a waxen figrurct, of an enemy by the 
* fire and piercing it with needles tiie person 
thus represented will be thrown into terri- 
ble agony, which will continue until thf 
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wax melts and the person dies. Same book 
contains also pantomimes of "The Famine," 
"Faust' Cathedral Scene, "Story of a 
Faithful Soul." {\ photographs. 

Sister of Mercy. 35c. 10 min. Any 

number f. Elise West. Sister costume. 
Pictures work of Sister of Mercy in hos- 
pital. WMjulyOO. 

Soul of the Violin. 35c. Pathc. 20 

min. Man. Prose by M. M. Merrill, pan- 
tomime .by Marie Bowen. Starving musi- 
cian, in taking final farewell of long-cher- 
ished violin, which he refuses to sell for 
bread, reviews the past, living over again 
a romance, and both he and the violin 50 
to pieces together. OppQrtunity for violin 
effects. 9 photographs. 

Soutliern Homespun Gown. 25c. 

S min. Woman. Poem by Miss Sinclair, 
pantomime by Anna D. Cooper. Southern 
girl tells why, during civil war, Southern 
women refused to wear Northern goods, 
but spun their own clothes. Southern sen- 
timent. 10 photographs. 

Spanish Romance. 35c. e scenes. Any 

number. 1 hour. M. Wood. Spanish cos- 
tumes. Pictures two lovers whose mar- 
riage is opposed by girl's father, who re- 
lents when young man inherits a fortune. 
WMaug99. 

Star Spangled Banner. 35c. 10 min. 

1 or many f. Poem by F. S. Key, panto- 
mime by Anna D. Cooper. 10 photographs. 

Story of a Faithful Soul. 35c. 

10 min. 1 or many f. Poem by A. A. 
Procter, pantomime by E. E. Owen. 
Woman who had died a year before on 
wedding-day, by consenting to stay in pur- 
gatory a thousand years for permission to 
return to earth to comfort husband^ suffers 
such great anguish on finding him with 
newly-made bride, that she is permitted to 
enter heaven at once. WMmar99. 

Story of a Faithful Soul. $2.50. 

In "Gesture and Pantomimic Action." 
Pathos. 15 min. Woman. Poem by A. A. 
Procter, pantomime by Florence F. Adams. 
Woman who had died a year before on 
wedding-day, by consenting to stay in pur- 
gatory a thousand years for permission to 
return to earth to comfort husband^ suffers 
such great anguish on finding him with 
newly-made bride, that she is permitted to 
enter heaven at once. Same book contains 
also pantomimes of "The Famine," "Faust" 
Cathedral Scene, "Sister Helen." 2 photos. 

S'wanee River. 25c. 10 min. if or 

many. Poem by S. Foster, pantomimed by 
Fanny A. Myers. Known also as "Old 
Folks at Home." Famous pathetic negro 
ballad. 15 photographs. 

ThanatOpsis. 35C. 10 min. Any num- 
ber. Poem bjr Bryant, poses by Lucy Har- 
ris. Apotheosis to death. Full text of this 
great American classic given. Magazine 



contains also an exhaustive study of Bryai 
and his works. V/MsepOO. 12 photograph 

Tit for Tat. 35c. 8 min. Im. If. Pai 
tomime by M. R. Perkins. Pictures ma: 
of sixteen • besieged by lover while beir 
helped over the stile and her unkind trca 
ment of him. WMjuly02. 

Where Are You Going, My Prett 

Maid? 35c. Comedy. 10 min. li 
If. Pantomimed by Myra Pollard ar 
Goodwal Dickerman. Last century co 
tumes — girl as country maiden, man as cii 
swell. Man takes back proposal on lean 
ing girl has no money, she retorting thi 
nobody asked him to marry her. 7 photo 

Whose Picture. 25c. Comedy. 8 mil 
Woman. Prose by S. Schell, pantomin 
by Marion Walsh. Young wife, in packir 
husband's grip, finds photograph, whi< 
causes her to have conflicting emotion 
from jealousy to great pleasure, on findir 
it is her photograph. 5 photographs. 

Young Lochinvar. 35c. In "Werner 

Readings No. 22." 7 scenes. 30 mi; 
Any number. Elise West. Burlesqu 
Scotch costume. Pictures romance < 
Young Lochinvar. In same book is a fit 
collection of recitations. 

PANTOMIME :A IDS A ND METHOD 

i4Bsthetic Physical Culture. $2.71 

Oskar Guttmann. 11 magazine artich 
(treatise incomplete). 

Art of Make-Up. 35c. As taught 1 

American Academy of Dramatic Art 
Magazine article. mar99. 

Delsarte System of Expressloi 

$2. Genevieve Stebbins. 500 pages, a 
ranged in lessons; theory and practice < 
Delsarte system, pantomimes, physical cu 
ture, aesthetic physical . culture and statt 
posing; 32 pages of photographs of famot 
Greek statues. 

Gesture and Pantomimic. Actioi 

$2.50. F. A. F. Adams. Method < 
physical training according to Delsarte sy 
tem, running gamut of expression ar 
pantomime. Recitations and ^ pantomime 
fully described and beautifully illustrated. 

Harmonic Gymnastics and Pantc 
mimic Expression. $2. Steel Ma 

Kaye's method reported by Marion Lowel 
Many chapters treat wholly of pantomim 
giving principles, analysis of co•operati^ 
action, value of pantomime. 

How To Teach Pantomime. 25c. Mai 

azine article. June97. 

Silent Art. $1.75. (Pantomime.^ 1 
H. Sargent. 7 magazine articles (treatii 
incomplete). 

Theatrical Dancing and Pantomime 

$2.50. S. D. Headlam. 9 magazine a 
tides (treatise incomplete). 
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Absolution Refused. 15c. Im. if. Tab- 
leaux vivant. Italian and priest costume. 
Girl confesses, hut is refuseil abs«>lutiun. 
Lrariet has also recitation **'lhc Ci»nfcs- 
iional." 

Amazon Drill. 35c. 13f or m. Jave- 
lins used. 17 tableaux; 2 group photo- 
graph:;. \VMjan*JU. 

American Flag Drill. 35c. s. Scheli. 

24 persons with captain. Costumes with 
American colors. Tableaux: "The Arch," 
-Six Point Star/' "Spirals," "American 
riag." Closes with song "Battle Cry of 
I-rccdom." WMaplOl. 

Antique Statues. $i.25- In "Delsarte 

Kecitation iJook." Studies in Pose. Diana 
lie holding Sleeping Kndymion, Cuuid Bend- 
ing liow, l)iana of Versailles, Terpsichore, 
'Ihree (Jraccs, (lanymede, Amazon, Girdle 
liucllists. laun IMaying Scabellum, Melpo- 
mene, I'udicitia, Oiscoljolus, Ceres, Gladia- 
tor, .\iobc, .Niobe Daughters (4), Dancing 
Faun, Cain, l-'ortunta, Isis, Sleeping Ariad- 
ne. 24 photographs. 

Antique Statues. $2. in "Delsarte Sys- 
tem of Kxpression." Selected and used by 
Genevieve Slebbins (Mrs. Astley) in her 
statue posing. .Names of statues: Apollo 
Belvedere, Aj)ollo Citharxdus (Rome), 
Apollo Citharxdus (Munich), Apollo Musa- 

?;ete, Aria«lnc, Atalanta, Augustus Caisar, 
{tixer, (!arytide, Ceres, Cnmching N'enus, 
Diana Beholding the Sleeping Kndymion, 
Diana Shooting with a Bow, Discol>olu3 
(Quoit Thrower), Farnese Flora, Farncse 
llerciiles, Fatin Flaying the Flute, Fight- 
ing I'crsian, l-'ortuna, Ganymede and the 
Kaglc, Genius of Death, Group with a Gaul, 
Jsis, Juno, Magdalen, Mercury Belvedere, 
Minerva of V'elletri, Niobe. Daughter; 
I'udicitia. Sophocles, Thalia, Venus Gene- 
trix. '.VZ full-page photographs. 

April Day. 35c. 4f. Tarlatan costumes. 
Girls impersonate "The (!loud." "The 
Shower," "The Rainbow," and "The Sun- 
beam," and tell of their usefulness. WR9. 

Art Will Have no Rival. 25c. Tableau 

an<l statue i)ose. 3m, lOf. Greek sculptor 
so wedded to art that, although starving, 
he will not sell. Daughter of rich man 
comes to buy. Sculptor's love-making so 
affects his nine women statues that they 
tumble in pieces. WMmay92. 

Bachelor's Dream. 35c. s. Scheli. im. 

1 boy. 10 or more f. Ladies in ancient 
and modern national costumes or in up- 
to-date costumes and one as bride; boy as 



cupid. Baclidor falls asleep and dresnis of 
ditterent fair ones. He awakes when bride 
appears and takes her. WMjoncM. 

Ben-Hur TaMeanx. 35c. stage pic. 

tures from ** Ben-Hur.** Entertainment 
consists of tableaux with reading or story 
and tableaux. ^ Analysis and description of 
Ben-IIur music by composer. 17 group 
photographs. WMdecOO. 

Birth, Death and Resurrection off the 

Flowers. 35C« Any number. Pictures 

coming and going of q>ring and summer, 

introducing Hemans's "Voice of Spring." 
WMmarOO. 

Blacksmith's Story. 25c. Dramatic 

pathos romantic verse monologue with 17 
tableaux. 3m, If and child. Rlaclcnnith 
tells how believing first husband killed in 
battle he marries widow. He learns that 
stranger he's talking with is first husband 
returned. Wife goes away taking second 
husband's child. 17 photographs. 

Blind Girl of Castei-Caille. 25c Any 

number. Poem by Longfellow. One per- 
son reads text, music behind scenes; cur- 
tain rises and falls on tableaux, dance, etc. 
(jirl deserted because she has become blind, 
api)ears at wedding of untrue lover, and, 
as she is to stab herself, falls dead. Music. 

Choosing Our National Rower. 35c 

Any number. S. Scheli. Uncle Sam and 
Americans choose national flower. To help 
decide Uncle Sam shows different national 
syml)ols beginning with E/^pt. He calls 
Americans to vote. Audience may take 
part or school only. All sing "Star Span- 
gled Hanner," and "Red, White and Blue." 
WMaplOO. 

Christmas Pictures. 35c. S. 9^\it\\. 

4m, 2f. Children's tableaux: "Talking up 
Chimney to Old Santa," "Getting Ready 
for Old Santa," "Appearance of Old 
Santa," "Christmas Morning." WR28. 

Clemency of an African Kinj;. $1.25. 

In "Delsarte Recitation Book." Statue 
Pose. Im, 2f. 1 photograph. 

Columbus's Trials and Trinmphs. 

25 c. Many persons. Historical facts are 
read and tableaux given. WMseptQS. 

Coming of Summer. 35c. 2m, 6f and 

more. Nature, winter, spring, summer, 
March, April and May are personified- 
some have speaking or singing parts, while 
others have tableau parts. Pictures chang* 
ing of winter into summer. WMma3r99. 
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Court of Cupid. 35c. 12 to 20 f with 

small child. (1) Love's Dream — Cupid's 
t3pportunity, (2) Propitiating God of Love, 
(3) Victory and Defeat. Magazine con- 
tains "Ways and Trials of Lovers,'^ by 
"Youthful Fantomimists," and illustrations 
of costumes in "When Grandma Was a 
Girl," "Mad Marguerite," "For God and 
Country," "Elaine," "Marguerite," "The 
Green-Eyed Monster," and of Chinese man- 
darin. 2 group photographs. WMdec98. 

Cuban War Tableaux. 35c. Any num- 
ber. Same magazine contains elaborate 
"Flag Day Program" and other fine enter- 
tainment features. WMmay99. 

Dance of the Greeks. 35c. Mrs. H. C. 

Sanderson. Mouvant or pose plastique. 7f. 
Same magazine contains tableaux of "Sac- 
rifice of Irene," "Niobe Group," and 
"Floral Oflfering to Dionysius;" also elab- 
orate study of Ibsen and other valuable 
material. WMmayOO. 4 group photographs. 

Dance of the Mist Maiden; or» 
"Maid of the Morning Mist.*' $1. 

Greek costume. Statue Poses: "Diana 
Holding Bow," "The Lark, Herald of the 
Morn," "The Lute," "Silence," "Rose 
Holding," "I'ivoting Statues'*— The Dance, 
The Wreath, Greeting; also Apollo Belve- 
dere. 12 photographs. 

David Copperfield, Readings and 

Scenes from. 25c. 2m, lOf. Dickens. 
Readings and tableaux. Characters: David 
Copperfield, Mr. Micawber, Mrs. Copper- 
field, Peggotty, Mrs. Gummidge, Little 
Em'ly, Mrs. Micawber, Betsy Trotwood, 
Janet, Dora and Agnes. One person reads 
text, retires, and curtain rises on tableau 
and persons in tableau hold dialogue. 

Delsarte System of Expression Statue 

Poses. $2. 32 photographs of the most 
famous antique statues. See "Antique 
Statues" in this list. 

Delsartian Studies. 35c. "Education of 

a Young Patrician" (2f.), "Poetry (2m, 6f, 
Iboy), "Mirror of the Lake" (all f, and 
Cupid). 3 photographs. WMfeb02. 

Dream of Fair Women and Brave 

Men. 25c. Tableaux vivants. Any 
number m and f. Words may be spoken 
by each character or read by reader. Im- 
personations of Cleopatra, Helen of Troy, 
Ilector and Andromache, Jephtha's Daugh- 
ter, Naomi, Ruth and Orpha, Queen Kath- 
arine, Portia and Jessica, Hafed and 
Hinda, Blind Minstrel, King James and 
Lady of the Lake, Meg Merrilies, Amy 
Robsart and Earl of Leicester, King Cop- 
hetua and the Beggar Maid, Guinevere, 
Elaine, Hiawatha, and Minnehaha. Verse. 

Easter Tableaux. 35c. i2f. S. Schell. 

Consists of marching and forming letters 
until Easter is spelled. Same magazine 



contains descriptive pantomime of "Sto 
of a Faithful Soul" and other fine entt 
tainment features. WMmar99. 

Expression Groups. 35c. E. F. Willi 

Tableaux mouvants and poses plastiqii 
"Meditation" (If.), "Music" (3f.). "Vi 
tory of Hellas" (3f.), "Retribution" (3f. 
WMoct99. 

Expression Groups. 35c. Mrs. H. < 

Sanderson. 1. "Sacrifice of Irene." 
"Niobe Group." 3. "Floral Offering 
Dionysius." 4. "Dance of the Greeks, 
Same magazine contains elaborate study < 
Ibsen and other valuable material. WJ 
mayOO. 4 group photographs. 

Fairy Revel and Rainbow Tableai 

35^* Any number. All costume 
fairies with one wing and carry roses co: 
cealed. A "fairy revel" song pictur 
dancing of moonbeam, sleeping flowers ar 
world — stars keeping watch lest morta 
discover them; fairies form rainbow ta 
lean; Aurora, to musical accompanimer 
relates "Fable of the Rainbow," — and t) 
rainbow is transformed into roses. 

Fate of Virginia. 35c. Macaulay's poe 
with tableau. Same magazine contaii 
other valuable material. WMmay99. 
group photograph. 

Fete of tlie Nations. 25c. S. Sche 

Any number. International and patriot 
entertainment, introducing tableaux. 

Floral Offering to Dionysius. 35 

Mrs. H. C. Sanderson. Same magazii 
contains tableaux of "Sacrifice of Irene 
"Niobe Group," and "Dance of the Greeks; 
also elaborate study of Ibsen and other v£ 
uable material. WMmayOO. 4 group photo 

Flower Festival. 35c. Being a part > 

an elaborate Arbor Day Program. San 
magazine contains other entertainment m 
tenal, WMapril99. 

Geisha Dancers and Geisha Quarte 

75c. 4 girls. Japanese costumes, 

photographs. In Japanese Fantastics, 

pantomime and drill in addition to these tv 
tableaux! 

Hiawatha Tableaux, ssc. Anynumbc 

Being a part of an elaborate Hiawatl 
drama. 

Highland Lovers. 25c. im, if. Scot< 

costume. Singing duet tableau. WMmay9: 

Hints For Statue-Poses. $1.25. Fti 

directions for giving. "Delsarte Recitatic 
Book." 

Homeric Tableaux. 35c. 21m, 2f. 1 

•scenes, with 7 photographs: (1) Homei 
,2) Achilles Robbed of Briseis; (3) Thet 
at Knees of Zeus; (4) Ajax and Teuc( 
Defend Greek Ships; (5) Abduction < 
Helen by Paris; (6) Calcas Warr 
Agamemnon; (7) Hector Dragged j 
Achilles's Car. WMdec98. 
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Labor Representatives. 35c. Several 

children, 1 woman, 2 men. Pictures "On 
Broadway/* "Dining-room of Millionaires* 
Club," Tenement House Dining-room." 
WMjuneOl. 

Laureatne, the Marble Dream. 15c. 

£. D. Banks. Statue recitation with lesson- 
talk. Girl, forced to marry detested lover, 
turns to stone. Curtain rises with reciter 
on pedestal, whence she dismounts. Verse. 

Life's Day. 35c. inf. Recitation with 
tableaux. Costumes according to months. 
Pictures year's changes day by day and in- 
troduces singing of **I Hear the Happv 
Christmas Bells" and "Peace on Earth.'* 

WRa. 
Marquita, the Bandit's Daughter. 

35c. Several m. If. Mexican bandits 
costume. Prompted by love, chief's daugh- 
ter liberates captive, but waits in vain lor 
his return. WK5. 

Meditation. 35c. if. E. F. Willis. 

Pose plastique. 1 photograph. WMoct99. 

Mirth Drill and Tableaux. 35c. i4f. 

Greek costume. 18 photographs. \VMdec99. 

Mother Goose's Merry Band. 35c. 

S. Schell. 18 children. Brings in Mother 
Hubbard, Little Red Riding Hood, Tommy 
Tucker, etc. May be used as "Mother 
Goose's Carnival," "Mother Goose's Recep- 
tion." WMfebOl. 

Music. 35c. 3f. E. F. Willis. Tableaux 
mouvant and pose plastique. 1 photograph. 
WMoct99. 

Niobe Group. 35c. Mrs. H. C. Sander- 
son. Same magazine contains tableaux of 
"Sacrifice of Irene," "Floral Offering to 
Dionysius," and "Dance of the Greeks;" 
also elaborate study of Ibsen and other 
valuable material. WMmayOO. 4 group 
photographs. 

Old Testament Tableaux. 35c. "The 

Judgment of Solomon," "Hagar and Ish- 
mael," "Jephtha's Daughter Going to Meet 
Her Father," "Isaac and Rebecca," "David 
Playing Before .Saul." 5 group illustra- 
tions. WMfebOO. 

Pantomimes. See special list in this cata- 
logue, page 3. 

Passions, Ode to the. 35C. Poem by 

William Collins, tableaux by Helen Potter. 
Same book contains "Helen Potter's Im- 
personations.*' WR27, page 203. 

Perdita. $1.25. Mrs. W. R. Jones. In 
"Delsarte Recitation Book." Costume 
statue recitation in verse. To escape de- 
tested lover woman becomes marble, but is 
restored to right lover. 

Peep into the Children's World. 15c. 

2m, 2f or any number. Contents: "Blind 
Man's Buff,:" "Cry Babies," "Dolls,** 
"Don't Let Them Get Me," "Give Me a 



Bite," "Good-Nisht," "Guessing Riddki," 
"Having Their Pictures Taken"' "Hello," 
"Here Comes the Parade." "I Wonder If 
He's Hurt Much?" "I'll Be the Driver," 
"Learning to Dance," "My Dolly Is Dead," 




gest?'* "You Dirty Boy.' 

Poses Plastiques for the Little Onei 

No. I* 25C« 1 or many children. 
Pleading, Triumph, Meditation, Despair, 
Defiance, Sorrow^ Fright, Dancing, Se- 
crecy, Mirth, Listening, Watching. 13 
photographs. 

Quand Mene (France Protecting Her 
Alsatian Soldier). 35c. im. if. 

Statue pose. 1 photograph. WMjanOO 
cover. 

Rainbow Studies. 35c. Any nnmber. 
Pictures a court during 12th century. Each 
color of the rainbow is pictured in tableau. 
WMoct98. 

Reception of the Months. 15c. ism, 

111. December and Christmas invite to re- 
ception the months, also Day, Night, Lib- 
erty, Decoration Day, Fourth of July, 
April Fool, Labor Day, Old Year, New 
Year, Lon^ Day, Short Day, Father Tkne, 
Thanksgiving. Reception closes with tab- 
leau. 

Reuben and Rachel Drill and Tab- 
leaux. 35 c. Any number. S. SchelL 
Quaker costume. 

Revel of the Moses. 25c. 9 girls in 

Greek costumes. 1 photograph. WMoct95. 

Revel of the Naiads, asc. 9f. May 

be used as "Hoop Fantastics," "Red, White 
and Blue Fantastics," "Garland Drill," 
"Wreath Fantastics,** "Rings of Roses," 
etc. 23 photographs and a large photograph 
of Venus of Milo. 

Ribbon Tableaux and Drill. 35c. 

14f. S. Schell. May be given as "Rainbow 
Drill,** or "Scarf Drill." Song "Good 
Night." Same mag^ine contains much 
other valuable entertainment material, also 
elaborate study of Irving. WMnov99. 

Rock of Ages. 25c. Tableau or statne 
pose. If. Pictures g^rl clinging to cross. 
1 photograph on cover of pantomime of same 
name. 

Romance of the Ganges, asc 7f. 

Poem by E. B. Browning. Seven maidens 
float boats with lamps — if light holds out, 
love will endure. One of the lights goes 
out and its owner jumps into nver. 14 
group photographs. 

Sacrifice of Iphigenla. 25c. 8 girls hi 

Greek costume. 1 group photograph. WM* 

oct92. 
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Sacrifice of Irene. 35c. Mrs. H, C. 

Sanderson. Same magazine contains tab- 
leaux of "Niobe Group," "Floral Offering 
to Dionysius," and "Dance of the Greeks; 
also elaborate study of Ibsen and other 
valuable material. WMmayOO. 4 group 
photographs. 

Santa Claus Caught. 35C. S. Schell. 

Children on lookout for Santa Claus, hang 
stockings then hide, but Santa discovers 
them. Closes with two tableaux. WMnovOO. 

^Carf Fantastics. 25 c. of. Scarfs or 
garlands required. May be expanded to 
any length by songs, recitations and other 
specialties. May be used as "Empire Drill, 
•'Greek Drill," "Red. White and Blue 
Drill," "Smilax Drill," "Garland Drill," 
"Flower Drill." 17 group photographs. 

Silver Star Drill, or SpectacuXar 

March. 35C» I6 persons. George D. 
Bishop. May be given as drill introducing 
tableaux with star-tipped wands, or may be 
given as march. 

Search for Happiness. 35c. Any 

number. Requires throne, book, flowers. 
Court costume. Reader tells of king, who, 
weary and longing for happiness, sends 
messengers to search. Tableau pictures 
what messengers bring: Wealth, Liberty, 
Genius, Power, Fame, Music, Beauty, 
Pleasure, Love, Old Man and Old Woman. 
Woman enters and says God's blessing and 
Bible bring happiness. Verse. WR4. 

Seven Ages of Man. 25c. Poem by 

Shakespeare, burlesque tableaux by Pauhne 
Phelps. Pictures infant, schoolboy, lover, 
soldier, judge, old m^n, very old man. 

Solitude. 35c. (Niobe in Center.) 2f. 
Pose plastique. S. R. Kelley. 1 photo- 
graph. VVMjanOO. 

Tableaux Lights. (Almost smokeless 
powder.) $1.20 a pound, 65c. for 
one-half pound, 35c. for one- 
quarter pound. This powdei is the 
best made and gives satisfaction. 

Tableaux Mouvants. $1.25. in "Del- 

sarte Recitation Book." Atalanta's Race, 
Dance of Apollo and Muses, The Fates, 
Pleiades, Hebe. At Shrine of Venus (4t), 
5 photographs. 

Tableaux Mouvants. 25c. 6f or 3m 

and 3f. Tableaux: "Matrimonial Sweets," 
"We Never Speak as We Pass By," "Call 
Me Thine Own," "Then You'll Remember 
Me," "Star Spangled Banner," "Heart 
Bowed Down," "Lead, Kindly Light," 
"Nearer, My God, to Thee." WMapl93. 

Tableaux Mouvants and Poses Plas- 

tiques No. I. 25c. Clara Power Ed- 

gerly. "Toilet of the Bride," "Dance of 

the Muses," "Niobe Group," "Death of 

Virginia." Lesson in posing. 4 group 
photographs. 



Tableaux Mouvants and Poses Plai 

tiques No. 2. 25c. M. V. Jenkin 
subjects: "A Charm from the Skies, 
"The Birds Singing Gaily," "Heaven 
Home," "In Sight of Home," "Farew« 
to Home," "A Study in Attitude." 6 groi: 
photographs. 

Tableaux Mouvants and Poses Plai 

tiques No. 3* ^SC. "T h e Muses, 
posed by F. F. Adams. Other subject 
^^'Fanny Davenport as Cleopatra," "Dres 
ing of the Bride," "Faith, Hope and Cha 
ity." 4 illustrations. 

Tableau Suggestions. $1.25. in "D< 

sarte Recitation Book." "Masque of tl 
Year," "Kitchen Clock," "Romance of tl 
Year," "Stately Minuet." These can ha 
tableaux, forming beautiful feature of i 
entertainment. 

Tableaux Vivants. 35c. Childre 

"Little Gleaners," "Joan of Arc," "Crow 
ing the Victor," "Little Red Riding Hood 
"Charity," "Waiting," "Jack's Come Hon 
To-day,*^ "Dick Whittington." "Gipsy E 
campment," "Three Graces, "For Am< 
ica,'^ "Good Night." WR17. 

Temple of Fame. 35c. Any numb< 

Wood and temple scenes. Genius, Fane 
Fame, and attendant spirits, together wi 
noted Shakesperian characters, meet to pr 
claim Shakespeare "Poet King." Shal 
speare characters form tableau nnale. WA 
marOl. 

Trinity Drill. 35c. isf. Crosses 

wood required. May be used as "Whi 
Cross Drill," "Good Friday Drill." M; 
be given at Easter, Christmas or any oth 
occasion. 13 tableaux in drill. WMfebC 

Venus, at Shrine of. 35c. 5finGre 

gowns. 1 group photograph. WMjan98. 

Victory of Hellas. 35c. sf. E. F. W 

lis. Tableaux mouvant and pose plastiqu 
1 photograph. WMoct99. 

Visit from Mother Goose and H( 

Family. 25c. Any number of childr 
or grown persons. Introduces Old Moth 
Hubbard, Old King Cole. Little Boy Bit 
Simple Simon, Little Bo-Peep, Humpt 
Dumpty, Little Jack Horner, etc. Oppc 
tunity for music, marches, dances and oth 
specialties. Tableauing famous nurse 
rhymes. Mother Goose introduces charj 
ters. 

Winter's Tale Statue Scene. 50 

Musical recitation. Sheet music. Que 
Hermione comes to life and descends frc 
statue. 

Won't You Tell Me Why, Robin 

35c. ^ Song and tableau. Same magazi 
contains "Expression Groups" (which s 
in this list), study of Ibsen, and mu 
other valuable material. WMmayOO. 
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iCsthetic Drill. SOC, in "Genevieve Steb- 
bins's Drills." Contains "Flying Series," 
"Half-Serpentine Series," "Serpentine Arm 
Series," "Spiral Series." Same book con- 
tains three other drills. 

Amazon Drill. 35c. 25 min. 12f or m. 

iavelins used. May be used as "Shep- 
erdess Drill," for girls; or for boys as 
"Battle Axe," "Sword," "Spear," "Jave- 
lin," "Bayonet," "Musket." "Cane," "Oar." 
drill. WMjan99. 17 tableaux; 2 group 
photographs. 

America Drill. 25c. in "Fete of the Na- 
tions." Any number m and 16f. Patriotic 
drill with music of "Yankee Doodle," 
"Star-Spangled Banner," etc. 

American Flag Drill. 35c. 15 min. 24 

persons with captain. S. Schell. Costumes 
with American colors. Tableaux: "The 
Arch," "Six Point Star," "Spirals," 
"American Flag." Closes with song "Bat- 
tle Cry of Freedom." VVMaplOl. 

American Flas: March. 35c. 10 min. 

Any number. S. Schell. Patriotic drill 
and salute. Introduces singing of "Nobly 
Our Flag Flutters O'er Us To-day" and 
"Red, White and Blue." WMmayOO. 

Artistic Work. 75c. H. S. Anderson. 
Book contains "Barbell Drill," "Dumbbell 
and Wand Drill," "Fancy Marches," 
"Fancy Steps," "Hoop Drill," "Pole 
Drill,"^ "Rataplan Drill," "Ring Drill," 
"Silver Wand Drill." 03 photographs, many 
diagrams and full directions. 

Athenian Drill ("The Victory"). $i. 

In "Genevieve Stebhins's System of Physi- 
cal Training." Classic attitudes meaning 
domination and power: "Amazon Holding 
Spear," "Diana of Versailles," "Fighting 
Gladiator," "Quoit Player," "Warrior in 
Attack," "Winged Victory." Same book 
contains seven other drills. 

Barbell Drill. JSC. In "Artistic Work." 
18 photographs. Same book contains eight 
other drills. 

Bean Ba^; Drill. 35c. 12 min. I6f, or 

8m and 8f. S. Schell. Bean bags. May be 
used as "Ball Drill," or "Rubber Ball 
Drill." WMjulyOl. 

Bow and Arrow Drill. 35c. In "Hia- 

watha Entertainments." Book also has 
"Indian Drill and Dance" and gives Hia- 
watha entertainment for whole evening. 

Brownie Drill. 35c. 10 min. 12 or 16 

boys or girls. Brownie costume (pattern 
tent for 50c.). May be given as /*Hop 
Toad Drill" in Hop Toad costume or "Leap 
FroB Drill" in costume. WMnovOO. 



Castanet Drill, zsc 16 min. I2f. Span- 

ish or white costume. Castanets required. 
May be given as "Cymbal," o.* "Tambour- 
ine drill by substituting cymbals or tam- 
bourines. 1 group photograph. WMjune99. 

Children's Flag Drill. 35c. 10 min. 

Any number. Flags required. May be 
used as "Victory DrUl." Music WMjune91. 

Christmas Bell Drill. 15c. I6 min. I2f. 

Costumes with bells. Small brass bells and 
wands. May be called "Bell Drill," 
"Sleigh-BcU DrilL" 

Class Day Drill for Yottog Ladies* 

School. 35C* 16 min. Any number. 
Particularly suited for lawn production. 
Garlands of flowers or ivy carried by girls 
moving in couples. WMmarOl. 

Columbia the Qem of the Ocean. 

^SC» Queen and maids meet to honor 
Columbus. All say something about army, 
navy or freedom, and take part in patri- 
otic drill. May be used alone or with play 
"Columbia." 

Cymbal Drill. 15c. 12,16or20f. Cym- 
bals needed. Greek, Roman, Turkish, 
Egyptian or white costumes. 

Daisy Chain Drill. 35c. In "Festival of 
the Daisies." Any number of children. 

Daisy Drill. 35c. 12 min. 16 girls, 6-10 
years old. Daisy chains reouired. Mother 
Hubbard costume decorated with daisies. 
Delsarte movements. Book has many other 
drills, recitations, pantomimes, dialogue?, 
etc., all for children. WR17. 

Daus:hters of the Regiment Drill. 

35c. 15 min. 16 girls. Flags with knots 
of ribbon. Marching and figures. In same 
book are dialogues, recitations, pantomimes 
and drills, all for children. WRIT. 

Delsarte Recitation Book. $i.a5* 

Contains "Doll Drill." "Sword Drill and 
Pantomime," and 400 pages of recitational 
gems for all occasions. 

Delsartian Physical Drill. 35c.l0min. 

Five girls, 6-8 years old. Cheese cloth cm* 
tumes. Drill consists of tableaux and ex* 
ercises, closing with Oxford Minuet. In 
a book with many other drills, pantomimeSf 
tableaux, dialogues, recitations, all forchil* 
dren. WR17. 

Doll Drill. $1.25. In "Delsarte Recita- 
tion Book." 16 min. Girls. 8-18 years 
old of different heights. Dolls required. 
Nurse costume. Drill consists of taonr 
ments by mother or nurse caring for child 
and closes with lullaby. Inrisiole chorus 
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joins. In same book are "Swprd Drill and 
Pantomime" and many recitations and en- 
tertainments. 

Dumb-Bell Drill. 35c. In "Thanksgiving 
Celebrations." 8m or f. Book contains 
much Thanksgiving material. 

Dumb-Bell and Wand Drill. 75c. 

In "Artistic Work." Combination work 
for any number m or f. 5 photographs. 
Same book contains eight other drills. 

Dumb-Bell Drill, Fancy. 35c. Any 

number. S. Schell. WMaugOO. 

Easter Tableaux. 35c. 10 min. I2f. S. 

Schell. Consists of marching and forming 
letters until Easter is spelled. WMmar99. 

Eastern Temple Drill. 30c. In "Gene- 

vieve Stebbins's Drills." Exercises from 
worship in Persia, Turkey and other parts 
of Orient. Same book contains three other 
drills. 

Energizing Dramatic Drill. 30c. In 

*'Genevieve Stebbins's Drills." Exercises 
to portray Flight, Excitement, Shrinking, 
Horror, Anger, Despair, etc. Same book 
contains three other drills. 

English Drill ("In May"). $1. In 

*'Genevieve Stebbins's System of Physical 
Training." Old-fashioned English country 
festival. Dolly Varden costume. Same 
book contains seven other drills. 

Fairy Drill. 35c. in "Fairy Revel and 
Rainbow Tableau." Any number. 

Fairy Dance. 50c. in "Messages in Many 
Voices." Fairy costume drill for any num- 
ber. Same book contains "Wedding March 
of the Flowers" and "Homage to the 
Flowers." 

Fairy Revel and Rainbow Tableau. 

35c. Contains "Fairy Drill." 

Fan Brigade. 35c. . 15 min. 8 little girls. 
Fans required. Court costumes. Presents 
whole gamut of fan flirtation and polite 
usage of fans. Rook contains many fine 
recitations. WR7. 

Fancy Marches. 75c. in "Artistic 

Work." Same book contains eight other 
drills. 

Fancy Steps. 75c. in "Artistic Work." 
Same book contains eight other drills. 

Feast of Roses Drill and March. 15c. 

12f. Rose-colored gowns or as fairies; 
real or paper roses needed. 

Festival of the Daisies. 25c. A musical 

play containing "Daisy Chain Drill." 

Fete of the Nations. 25c. Contains 

"America Drill," and is an international 
patriotic entertainment. 

Flag Salute. 35c. Any number. S. Schell. 
May be used in connection with "American 
Flag March," the salute closing the march. 
WMmay99. 



Floating Drill. 35c. In 'Little Grandmj 
in Grandma Land." Any number of girl 
Same book contains "Minuet" and **Vi 
ginia Reel." 

From Greenland's Icy Mountain! 

25c, In "Scenes from Life of Frances 1 
Willard." Song and drill for any numb< 
m and f. 

Genevieve Stebbins's Drills. 304 

Contains: "Eastern Temple Drill," "Ene 
gizing Dramatic Drill, "Minuet Fa 
Drill ,^' "Esthetic Drill." Drills especial] 
adapted to commencement exercises. 

Genevieve Stebbins's System c 
Physical Training. $1.00. Besides 

system of psychological physical cultur 
book contains drills: "Athenian Drill 



("The Victory"); "Eastern Temple Drill' 
"Energizing Dramatic Drill"; "Englis 




("The Carmen"). Drills are described i 
alphabetical places in this catalogue. 

Ghost Dance. 35c. Any number. Boc 
has also "Witches* Dance,'^ "Spook March 
and "Goblin Parade," and contains If 
pages of Hallowe'en entertainment m 
terial. WR31. 

Gipsy Fantasy. 35c. Drill and danc 
15 min. 6f. Gipsy costume. Tambourini 
needed. May be used as "Tambourit 
Drill." WMjanOl. 6 photographs. 

Goblin Parade. 35c. Any number. Boc 
has also "Witches' Dance," "Gho 
Dance," and "Spook March," and contaii 
166 pages of Hallowe'en entertainment m; 
terial. WR31. 

Good Night Drill and Songs. 354 

30 min. 8f. S. Schell. Nightgown an 
nightcap costumes. Girls carry candles an 
dolliesy march, sing action songs, et 

Gossip Pantomime. 15c. Drill. 25 ml 

Any number f. Old lady make-up, lor 
gowns and caps. "Hints on Facial E: 
pression." 

Graded Physical Exercises. $] 

Contains "Marching and Tadtics" for eigl 
years' school work. A complete system < 
school physical culture, and contains actio 
poems, mmute plays, games, etc. 68 photo 

Greek Drill ("The Nymphs''). $i 

In "Genevieve Stebbins's System of Phys 
cal Training." Movements intended 1 
represent Greek wood, water, air and fii 
nymphs. Same book contains seven oth< 
drills. 

Gun Drill. 20c. 20 min. Any ntimhc 
Guns needed. Consists of military cor 
mands and tactics. Music. 13 illustration 

Harvest Drill. 35c. 15 min. Even nun 
ber of m or f. Sickles required. Fan 
costume. In same book are "Tennis Drill 
and "Japanese Parasol and Fan Drill" an 
religious selections. WR6. 
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Hatchet Drill. 35c. ISmin. 16m. Wash- 
in^on costume. Hatchets needed. Boy 
recites the welMcnown hatchet story. WM- 
jan96. 

Hiawatha Entertainments. 35c. 

Has "Indian Drill and Dance" and "Bow 
and Arrow Drill," and gives Hiawatha en- 
tertainment for full evening. 

Homage to the Flowers. 50c. In 

"Messages in Many Voices." Children's 
drill with flower scarfs for any number. 
Same book contains "Wedding March of 
the Flowers" and "Fairy Dance." 

Hoop Drill. 75c. In "Artistic Work." 12 
photographs. Same book contains eight 
other drills. ^ 

Indian Drill and Dance. 35c. In "Hia- 

watha Entertainments." 8 boys. Book 
gives Hiawatha entertainment for whole 
evening, also "Bow and Arrow Drill." 

International Flag Drill. 25c. 35f. 

National costumes. Flags: Dutch, Puri- 
tan, Irish, Scotch, German, Swiss, French, 
Spanish, American. Music. 11 group 
photographs. WMjune92. 

Japanese Fantastics. 75c. Pantomime 

and drill. Any even number f. Japanese 
costumes and fans. 68 movements and at- 
titudes. Most artistic booklet, suitable for 
gift. 6 pa^es music. Two large photo- 
graphs of Geisha girl musicians and dancers, 
also full-length photograph of Sada Yacco, 
the only Japanese actress. 10 attitude 
photographs. 

Japanese Parasol and Fan Drill. 35c* 

8 min. 12f. Japanese parasols, fans, cos- 
tumes and head-dress. In same book are 
"Tennis Drill" and "Harvest Drill," and 
many recitations suitable for Sunday school 
and church. WR6. 

Jolly Cupids. 35c. 12 min. Small hoys. 
Close-fitting white suits, with wings. Bows 
and arrows required. Jolly cupids flit 
everywhere and fly to meet sweethearts. 
Old maids and bachelors can't always find 
them. WMjuneOO. 

Little Grandmas In Grandma Land. 

35c. Contains "Virginia Reel," "Float- 
ing Drill" and "Minuet." 

Marching: and Tactics. $1. In "Graded 

Physical Exercises." For eight years of 
school work. Book is a complete system 
of school physical culture, and contains ac- 
tion poems, minute plays, games, etc. 

Martha Washington Tea Party. 35c. 

12 min. lOf. Martha Washington cos- 
tume. May be given as "Colonial Tea," 
"Old Maids* Tea," "Afternoon Tea." 
WMfeb98. 

May-Pole Exercises. 25c. 15 min. Anv 

number. May-pole and ribbons required. 

Messages in Many Voices. 50c. 

Operetta for any number, contains "Wed- 



ding March of the Flowers," "Homage to 
the Flowers" and "Fairy Dancti,** 

Mexic Drill and Pantomime. 35c 

20 min. 12f. Mexican costumes. Mexic 
drill and cotillon followed by pantomiming 
Whittier's "Angels of Bucna Vista," telf 
ing of nurses watching battle and recog^ 
nizing among dead and wounded Uieir hus- 
bands and lovers. 

Minuet. 35c. in "Little Grandmas in 
Grandma Land." Any number. Same 
book contains "Floating Drill" and "Vir- 
ginia Reel." 

Minuet Fan DrilL 30c In ''Genevieve 
Stebbins's Drills." Same book contains 
three other drills. 

Mirth Drill and Tableaux. 35c. 15 

min. 14f. Illustrating thoughts from Mil- 
ton's "L' Allegro," by I. Goodhue. Greek 
costume. May be used as "Happy Maid- 
ens." WMdec99. 18 photographs. 

Montezuma Cotillon. 15c. 15 min. 

Any number. Mexican dance and cos- 
tumes. Music 

Mother Goose's Merry Band. 35c 

15 min. 18 children. S. Schell. Brings 
in Mother Hubbard, Little Red Riding 
Hood, 'I'ommy Tucker, etc. May be used 
as "Mother Goose's Carnival," "Mother 
Goose's Reception." WMfebOl. 

Nursery Rhymes Drill. 35c. 15 min. 

Any number. Mother Goose and family 
costumes. WR17. 

Oar Drill. 25c. In*" "Sailors* Entertain- 
ment." Any number m. Same book con- 
tains "Sailors' Drill" and "Officers* Drill.'* 

Officers' Drill. 25c. in "Sailors* Enter- 
tainment." A sailor dri'.l for any number 
m. Same book contains "Oar Drill" and 
"Sailors' DriU." 

Parasol Drill. 25c. 25 mm. Any number. 
Japanese parasols. Japanese, Chines^ or 
society girl drill. Three parts: "Mush- 
room March," "Military Manceuvres,'^ 
"Parasol Promenade." Music. 

Play of Fancy. 35C. 15 min. 20 persons 
of different sizes. Japanese fans and cos- 
tumes. Delsarte movements with fans. 
WR24. 

Pole Drill. 75c. In "Artistic Work.** 
Single and double work for any number 
m or f. 4 photographs. Same nook con- 
tains eight other drills. 

Postman's Drill and Sons:* 35c. 15 

min. Any number boys or girls. ^ PJcta^es 
in song and pantomime lettcr-camers life. 
Introduces "Umbrella March" and "Post- 
man's Song." _ , _ ^ 

Promenade of Broadway Belles. 15C; 

15 min. 12 f. Short skirts, sailor hats, red 
parasols, etc. May be called Coquettes 
Parade," "Parasol Drill," or "The Fltrt^* 
In last, both males and females may tak« 
part. 
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Rainbow Drill. 35c. 10 min. 1 large girl, 
7 small girls of different sizes or any num- 
ber in groups of 7. Cheese cloth sashes. 
Flower costume. Drill opened with reci- 
tation "Violets' Victory." WR17. 

Rataplan Drill. 75c. In "Artistic Work." 
8 photographs. Same book contains eight 
other drills. 

Reuben and Rachel Drill and Tab- 
leaux. 35c. 30 min. Any number. S. 
Schell. Quaker costume drill, introducing 
"Reuben, I Have Long Been Ihinking. 
Song may be sung by one Reuben and one 
Rachel and they may act out drill. Music. 

Revel of the Naiads. 25c. 20 min. 9f. 

E. A. Middleton. May also be used as 
"Hoop Fantastics," "Red, White and Blue 
Fantastics," "Garland Drill," "Wreath 
FanUstics," "Rings of Roses," . etc. 23 
group photographs and a large-size photo 
of Venus of Milo. 

Ribbon Tableaux and Drill. 35c. 

15 min. 14f. S. Schell. May be given 
as "Rainbow Drill," or "Scarf DnlL" 
Song "Good Night." WMnov99. 

Ring: Dances. 35c. Any number. Exer- 
cises for developing flexibility of bod v. (1) 
Esmeralda, (2) Berlin, (3) Schottische, (4) 
Military Schottische, (5) Glide Waltz. 
WMmarOl. 

Ring Drill. 75c. In 'Artistic Work." 6 
single and 6 double exercises. 12 ohotos. 
Same book contains eight other drills. 

Roman Drill ("The Amazon"). $i. 

In "Genevieve Stebhins's System of Physi- 
cal Training." Studies from Amazon 
statues in the Vatican. Same book con- 
tains seven other drills. 

Sailors* Drill. 25c. in "Sailors' Enter- 
tainment." Any number m. Same book 
contains "Oar Drill" and "Officers' Drill." 

Sailors* Entertainment. 25c. Contains 

"Officers' Drill," "Oar Drill," and "Sailors' 
DriU." 

Sash Drill and Dance. 35c. 15 min. 

Artistic drill, song and dance for any num- 
ber divisible by four. WMfeb02. 

Scarf Drill. 25c. 20 min. Any number 
children. Scarfs required. May be given 
as "Ribbon Drill," "Smilax Drill." "Calis- 
thenic Drill," or "Red, White and Blue 
Drill." 

Scarf Fantastics. 25c. 20 min. 9f. 

Scarfs or garlands required. May be ex- 
panded to any length by songs, recitations 
and other specialties. May be used as 
''Empire Drill," "Greek Drill," "Red, 
White and Blue Drill," "Smilax Drill,'* 
"Garland Drill," "Flower Drill." 17 group 
photographs. 

Silver Star Drill, or Spectacular 

March. 35c. 20 min. 16 persons. 
George D. Bishop. May be given as drill 



introducing tableaux with star-tipped wands 
or may be given as a march. Fine spec 
tacular march or drill for professional oi 
amateur stage or for ball-room or dance. 

Silver Wand Drill. 75c. in "Artiste 

Work." 4 photographs. Same book con 
tains eight other drills. 

Spanish Drill ("The Carmen**). $1 

In "Genevieve Stebbins's System of Phys 

ical Training." Movements with the Span 

ish mantilla. Same book contains srvei 
other drills. 

Spectacular March, or Silver Sta 

Drill. 35c. 20 min. 16f. or 8m an( 
8f. G. D. Bishop. Artistic march or dril 
with tableaux. 

Spook March. 35c. in "Werner's Read 
ings No. 31." Any number. Book ha 
also "Witches' Dance," 'Ghost Dance, 
and "Goblin Parade," and contains 16 
pages of Hallowe'en entertainment m« 
terial. 

Stars and Stripes Drill. 15c. 15 mit 

12m or 12f. May be used as "4th of Jul 
Drill," "Flag Day Drill," "Memorial Da 
Drill," etc. Suitable for schools, dancin 
academies, stage, G. A. R.'s. 

Sweepers* Growl. 35c. 20 min. 8f. J 

Schell. Sweepers' costumes. Brooms r 
quired. May be used as "Broom Drill. 
Music. Girls sweep, sing and recite. Ma 
also be given by boys as porters or by bot 
boys and girls by adding recitation. W^ 
juneOl. 

Sword Drill and Pantomime. $1.21 

In "Delsarte Recitation Book." 20 mil 
16f or m. Swords required. Military co 
tunie. Military movements leading up 1 
pantomime (burlesque) of "Charge of tl 
Light Brigade," and closing with marc 
Book contains also "Doll Drill," and man 
recitations, entertainments, etc. 1 grot 
illustration. 

Ten Little Nigger Boys. 25c. 15 mi 

10 m. S. Schell. Drill and song. T< 
nigger boys disappear one by one as ea< 
stanza is sung. Hints for negro make-u 

Tennis Drill. 35c. 15 min. 1 capta 

and Cm, 6f, or 1 captain, and 12 of eith( 
sex. Rackets with ribbon ^ decoration 
Fancy costumes. Book contains "Harve 
Drill," "Japanese Parasol and Fan Drill 
also fine collection of recitations and e 
tertainments suited to church use. WR 

Thanksgiving Celebrations. 35 

Full Thanksgiving program containir 
Dumb-Bell Drill. 

Trinity Drill. 35c. 15 min. 18f. Cross 
of wood. May be used as "White Cro 
Drill," "Good Friday Drill." Good f< 
Easter, Christmas or any other occasio 
WMfebOl. 
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Violet Drill. 35C. lO min. 12 or lOf. 
Bahy-waist costumes. Each girl carries 
lavender satin ribbon with bunch of violets. 
WiMaug02. 

Virginia Reel, or "Sir Roger de 

Covcrley." 35c. in "Little Grandmas 
in Grandma Land." Any number. Same 
book contains "Floating Drill" and "Min- 
uet." 

Wedding March of the Flowers. 50c. 

In "Messages in Many Voices." May be 

called "Flower Drill." Any number. 

Same book contains "Homage to the 
Flowers" and "Fairy Dance." 

Witches* Dance. 35C. 8 witches. Book 
has also "Spook March," "Ghost Dance." 
and "Goblin Parade," and contains 16« 
pages of Hallowe'en entertainment material. 
WR81. 

Werner's Readings No. 6. 35c. Con- 

tains "Harvest Drill," *7apanesc Parasol 
and Fan Drill," "Tennis Drill," also a fine 
collection of religious recitations. 

Werner's Readings No. 7- 35C. C o n- 

tains "Fan Brigade," also fine collection of 
all-round recitations. 

Werner's Readings No. 17. 35C. 

Contains "Daisy Drill." "Daughters . of 
Regiment Drill," "Delsartian Physical 
Drill," "Nursery Rhymes Drill." "Rain- 
bow Drill." also pantomimes, dialogues and 
recitations for boys and girls of primary 
grades. 

Werner's Readings No. 24. 35c. 

Contains "Play of Fan-cy," a Japanese drill 
for any number of girls. ^ Book contains 
167 pages of all-round recitation and en- 
tertainment material. 

Werner's Readings No. 31. 35c. 

Contains "Witches* Dance." "Spook 
March." "Ghost Dance," "Goblin Parade." 
and contains 166 pages of Halloween en- 
tertainment material. 



OTHER. DRILLS 

25c. M. Irish. 



20 



Best Drill Book. 

drills. 

Book of Drills. 30c. each part. Parts 
L n. Ill by M. B. Home, Part IV by M. 
Fezandie. Each part has 4 drills. 

Bootblack Drill. 15c. B. M. Wilson. 

Calisthentic Training and Musical 

Drill. 50C. B. Cruden. 

Children's Frolic. 30c. 

Clowns' Horn Drill. 15c. B. M. Wil- 
son. 

Dick's Dumb-Bell and Indian Club 
Exercises. 25 c. 



Drill of the (Hobby) Horse Brigade. 
30c. 

Drills and Marches. 25c. £. C and 

L. J. Rook. 16 drills. 

Dutch Flirtation. 15c. B. M. Wilsoi^. 

Fancy Drills, Marches, Motion Songs, 

Action Pieces. 25c. A. M. Kellogg. 

21 drills. 

Gymnastic Games. 65c. e. H. Arnold. 

Gymnastic Stories and Plays for 

Primary Schools. 85c. r stone. 

road. 

Handkerchief Drill. 15c. A. W. Hatch 
Ideal Drills. 30c. m. w. Morton. 22 

drills. 

Indian Club Drill and Tambourine 
Drill. 40C. 

Indian Huntresses. 15c. b. m. Wilson. 
John Brown's Ten Little Injuns, igc. 

B. M. Wilson. 

March of the Chinese Lanterns, isc 

B. M. Wilson. 
March Winds. 15c. A. W. Hatch. 
Maud Muller Drill. 15c. 
Mirror Drill. 30c. 

Musical Drill for Little Children. 25c. 

A. Alexander. 

150 Gymnastic Games. $i.i<>. c A. 

Harper. 

Owl and Pussy Cat Drill. 15c. A. w. 

Hatch. 

Practical Dialogues, Drills and 

Marches. 25c. m. Irish. 
Princess Gavotte. 30c. 
Recess Drill. 25c. 
Red Riding Hood Drill. 15c. b. M. 

Wilson. 

Snowball Fantastics.' 15c. a. W. 

Hatch. 

Skipping Song and Drill. 30c. 
Spanish Minuet and Tambourine 

Dance. 40c. 
Spear Drill. 15c. A. C. Fuller. 

Spring Garlands. 15c. B. M. Wilson. 

Sunflower March. 15c. a. C. Fuller. 

Surprise Drill Book. 25c. m. Irish. 

24 drills. 

"Turk"-ey Drill. 15c. b. M. Wilson. 

Vestal Virgins. 15c. b. M. Wilson. 
Witches' March. 15c. B. M. Wilson. 
Young Folks' Entertainments. 25c* 

E. C. and L. J, Rook. 3 drills. 

Zobo Patriotic Drill. 15c. A. W. 

Hatch. 
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American Flag. 75c. Poem, by j. R. 

Drake; music by S. Salter. Well-known 
poem beginning "When Freedom from Her 
Mountain Height," etc, 

AUX Italiens. 60c. Poem by Owen Mere- 
dith, music by Verdi. Man at opera with 
his haughty, highrborn betrothed^ imagines 
he sees his dead first love, and is so over- 
powered that he decides to remain true to 
her. 

Benediction. 70c. Poem by F. Coppee, 
music by E. S. Place. Vivid description 
of siege of Saragossa, where troops shoot 
down monks, finally shooting old priest at 
altar giving benediction. 

Confession. 35c. Music by A. C. Mac- 
kenzie. Young man confesses that it- is 
not lack of gold, nor coldness of sweet- 
heart, but a "confounded cucumber," that 
oppresses him. WMjanOl. 

Country Sleighing. 50c. Poem by E. 

C. Stedman, music by J. J. Wootton. Des- 
cription of old-time country sleigh-ride. 
Rollicking and jolly, with sleigh-bell effects. 

Doorstep. 75c. Poem by E. C. Stedman, 
music by H. L. Brainard. Dainty romance 
of young man seeing girl home from meet- 
ing. 

Fable of the Rainbow. 35c. In "Fairy 

Revel and Rainbow Tableau." 

Fairy Hill. $1. Cantata. Words by St. 
George Tucker (written 1781, now first 
published), music by H. W. Loomis. Fair- 
ies hold a jubilee over winning of freedom 
at close of Revolutionary War. Scene on 
Schuylkill river. 

Fugitives. 40c. Poem by Shelley, music 
by Schumann. Newly-made wife leaves 
husband and flees with lover. Terrible 
storm keeps enraged father and baffled hus- 
band from pursuing. Lovers escape in spite 
of curses and storm. 

How We Kept the Day. 75c. Poem 

by Will Carleton, music by W. E. G. Evans. 
Rollicking and popular 4th of July piece, 
introducing martial music effects and pa- 
triotic airs like "Dixie's Land," "Swanec 
River," "Marching through Georgia," "My 
Country 'Tis of Thee,*^ "John Brown's 
Body," "Star Spangled Banner," "Johnny 
Get Your Gun," "Home, Sweet Home." 

I Dream. 50c. Poem by D. Williams, 
music by J. J, Wootton. In fancy a person 
links the here with the hereafter, the living 
with the "glorified;" the beauty and hap- 
piness of the hereafter is foreshadowed, and 
the comfort is reached that "no child of 
God's dear love shall be forgot." Specially 
suitable for church and Sunday-school occa- 
skms. 



Idyl of an Orchard. $1.50 (net $1). 

Poem by G. A. Brown, music by N. A. 
Brown. A lover, about to go to American 
Revolutionary war, takes leave of betrothed 
in apple orchard when trees are in bloom. 
The heart-sorrow of parting has for en- 
vironment apple blossoms' perfume and 
birds. He dies in battle and she sinks into 
early grave. Bird-song introduced. 

King Robert of Sicily. $1.50. Poemby 

Longfellow, music by J. J. Wootton. A 
kin^, boastful and arrogant, is taught hu- 
mility by being transformed into a court 
fool, while an angel sits on his throne, to 
which king is restored after he becomes re- 
pentant and humble. The Magnificat may 
be chanted. 

Last Hymn. 50c. Poem by M. Farn- 
ingham, music by P. Giorza. Sabbath ser- 
vice is broken up by discovery of shipwreck. 
Man, clinging to spar without hope of res- 
cue, is heard to sin§ "Jesus, Lover of My 
Soul," his voice ceasing only when he sinks 
out of sight. 

Madonna at Palos. 60c. Poem by M. E. 
Hughes, music by S. Salter. Unknown 
painter, old and infirm, comes to temple 
and begs permission to paint a Madonna. 
His prayer that it may draw some wanderer 
back to the fold is met with wondrous radi- 
ance. A heart-broken mother prays to the 
Virgin, and, years afterward, her wayward 
son is brought to kneel there. Hymns in- 
troduced that may be sung by unseen sing- 
ers. A beautiful religio-esthetic poem, suit- 
able for religious and other occasions. 

Magdalena, or the Spanish Duel. 

$1.50. Music by S. Salter. Englishman's 
love-making to a lady of Sevilla is rudely 
interrupted by sudden appearance of Span- 
ish nobleman with interminably long name. 
They fight and Englishman escapes. Intro- 
duces Spanish song. 

Monks' Magnificat. 35c. Monks be- 
moan inability to sing and be^ a brother in 
another abbey to come and sing on Christ- 
mas eve. At night the abbot is reproved 
by an angel who tells him that singing is 
always acceptable to God if in true wor- 
ship. WR6. 

Music on the Rappahannock. 50c. 

Poem by C. C. Somerville, music by G. C. 
Bell. Non-sectional piece suitable for North 
and South. Northern and Southern armies 
are encamped on banks of river so near 
that each can hear other's band. When 
one army plays sectional war-tune other 
army responds with its war-tune, until 
finally one side plays "Home, Sweet Home," 
which so touches the other side that it joins 
in. 
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Queen Mab. 35c. Pictures how Mab 
comes and looks, and what she does. WR26. 

Red Fan. 60c. Pocm by G. A. Brown, 
music by N. A. Brown. Red fan required. 
A smoker, heedless of his tobacco smoke, 
blows out clouds of smoke to find it return 
into his own face by the pretended uncon- 
sciousness of a lady who wields dextrously 
a red fan. The comedy duel ends in a 
squelched man and a triumphant lady. 

Sandalphon. $I. Poem by Longfellow, 
music by II. W. Loomis. Angel stands at 
gate of heaven listening to prayers of mor- 
tals, and changing ])rayers into flowers 
whose perfume is wafted through Immortal 
City. Suitable for any time but recom- 
mends itself specially to religious occasions, 
Protestant or Catholic. Title-page has fig- 
ure of an angel, designed by W. C. Green- 
ough. The composition may be performed 
as a piano solo, independently of the poem. 

Sea. SOCm Poem by E. V. Ogden, music 
by N. A. Brown. Unknown artist is com- 
missioned by rich lady to paint picture of 
the sea; and, although he paints true sea 
pictures, does not satisfy her until he paints 
a modern summer-resort with only a sug- 
gestion of the sea. 

Shadow of a Sons;. 50c. Poem by C. 

Rae-Brown, music by E. S. Place, (lirl, 
whose lover suspects her of commuiiing 
with dead lover, when in reality she is sing- 
ing to dead blind twin brother, is so wound- 
ed that she leaves him, saying she will sing 
again just before she dies. A year later, 
the lover, alone and desolate, hears song 
and knows she is dying. Piano and singer 
are invisible. 

Sicilian Captive. 35c. Words by F. 

Ilemans. Captive girl to Norsemen, com- 
pelled to sing of her distant land, sings and 
dies. VVKO. 

Soul of the Violin. $1. Prose by M. 
M. Merrill, music by A. J. Goodrich. 
Starving musician, in taking a final fare- 
well of violin, which he refuses to sell for 
bread, reviews the past, living over again a 
romance, and both he and violin go to 
pieces. Opportunity for violin effects. 

Story of Some Bells. 50c. Music by 

E. S. Place. Artisan, having cast tuneful 
chime carried off in war, becomes discon- 
solate and wanders in foreign climes in 
search of his bells, until, approaching Lim- 
erick, he hears them and dies, exclaiming 
"Madonna, thanks, I hear my bells once 
more." 

Tragedy. 50c. Poem by T. B. Aldrich, 
music by P. Giorza, arranged from "La 
Traviata." Man in crowded theater has 
attention drawn from play on stage to face 
of dissolute woman whom he knew as in- 
nocent girl, she rather than the mimic ac- 
tors, playing the real tragedv — the "Play 
of Life,"^ thfe play of "Desnair." 



Uncle* 6oc. Poem by H. C Bell, Boie 
bv Sir Julius Benedict, oompoted for Sir 
Henrv Irving. Man, whose brother has won 
girl he himself loves, is drawh home ir- 
resistibly and murders brother by 1"«'lw*y 
him in chest. Wife dies of shocJk. Mar- 
derer finally tells nephew of the crime, goes 
mad, blasphemes, dies. Story tout by 
nephew. 

Very Dark. 50c. Music by a IL 
Rosenberg. Battle-field death scene. Anid 
bullets and roar of cannon, comrades gadier 
round dying soldier, whose thoughts take 
him back home, and whose last words are 
"It's growing very dark, mother." 

Vision of Handel. 35c. p. l. Blatek* 

ford. Pictures Handel kneeling alone witib. 
unfinished oratorio in his hand. Suddenly* 
angel appears and shows figure of ChrisS. 
Instantly Handel is filled with r^>ture, hcHi ' 
the anthem "I know that my Redeema 
.Liveth," and finishes "The Messiah." WSfl. 

Winter's Tale, Statue Scene frooL 

50c. Poem by Shakespeare, music by 
Beethoven; arranged by E. S. Kelley. 
Queen Hermione, supposed dead, comes ts 
Hfe and descends trom pedMlal, daring 
family's visit to her statue. 

OTHER MUSICAL RECITATIONS. 

At Close of Day. 50c. Words by W. A. 

Benjamin, music by W. O. Wilkinson. 

Ballad of Hell. $1.35. Words by John 
Davidson, music by S. Hawley. 

Bells. $I.J5. Words by Edgar Allan F^ 

music by S. Hawley. 

Bers:liot. $1. Words by B. Bjomsoo, 

music by Edward Grieg. 

Birth of the Opal. $1. Words by Ella 
Wheeler Wilcox, music by S. Hawley. 

Country Idyl. $1. Words by H. Cutler. 

music by S. Hawley. 

Curfew Must Not Ring To-Nig^t. $i. 

Words by Rose H. Thorpe, music by S. 

Hawley. 

Death Potion. $1. Words by L. W. 

Reese, music by S. Hawley. 

Death Ship. $1. Words by L. W. 
Reese, music by S. Hawley. 

Dolly's Mamma. 50c. Words fay G. W. 

Day, music by W. H. Nelson. 

Doris. 90c. Words by Arthur Mondy. 

music by Ethelbert Nevm. 

Enoch Arden. $2.50 (net $1.75)- 

Poem by Tennyson, music by Rioiard 

Strauss. 

Fair Hedwig. 50c. Words by Fr. Hcb- 
bel, music by Schumann. English and Ger- 
man text. 

Fair Helen. $1. Music by S. Hawley. 
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DELSARTE SYSTEM of EXPRESSION 

By GENEVIEVE STEBBINS* 
Oyer 500 Pa^es, Finely Printed and Bound, $2.00 Postpaid. 



32 Foil-Page Cots of Famous Antique Statues. 



Part I — Delsarte's Address before the Philoteehnic Society of Paris. 

Pakt II — Delsarte System arranged in Lessons for Class or Individual 

Use. 

Part III — Theory and Practice of the Delsarte System, Pantomime, 

Physical Culture, and Statue-Posing. Titles of Chapters 
in Part III are: 

"Genesis of Pantomimic Expression,'* "Identity of Principles Underlying th 
Greek Statues and the Delsarte System," "Trinity in Expression," "Modern o 
Practical Delsartism," "Physical Culture," "Breathing Gymnastics," "-«:sthetic Cul 
ture," "Dramatic Culture," "Delsarte Method not Mechanical," "Artistic Statue 
Posing," "Hints for Artistic Statue-Posing," "Pantomime." 

Addendum — Giving an eye- witness's comprehensive account of the practi- 
cal work of Genevieve Stebbins. 



DYNAMIC BREATHING 

By GENEVEVE STEBBINS. 

Psycho-Physical Culture Alonf "New Thoufhf ' Lines. 

Sl.SOy postpaid. 



After an exhaustive theoretical treatment of "Breath of Life," "Phenomena of Respira- 
tion," "Creative Power of Thought," "Force of the Imagination," "Dynaniic Brep.thing." 
"Psycho-Physical Culture," "Basic Principles of True Culture," "Relaxation," "Prinjiplesof 
Gesture," the practical part of the book is reached, wherein are exercises for "' 'iythmic 
Breathing," "Dispersive Breathing," "Yoga Breathing," "The Packing Breath," "Infplrational 
Breathing," "Double Breathing," "Therapeutic Breathing for Women," "Anti -Dyspeptic 
Breathing," "Relaxation"; also "Energizing Exercises," "Harmonic Series of Energizing 
Exercises," "Primary Opposition of Head and Arms," "Opposition Movements of Limlw," 
"Opposition Movements of Torso and Arms," "Gymnastic Points for Particular Study"; also 
Seven Sets of Physical Culture Exercises. 

FOR EITHER OP ABOVE BOOKS ADDRESS THE PUBLISHERS, 

EDGAR S. WERNER ^ CO., 43 East 19tl& Street. New TorK. 



• . THESE ARE THE TEACHERS THAT . . 

Wei ^s Selections 

With E^locution Lessons No. 1 

. . BRINGS TO YOUR HOME . . 

EMMA DUNNING BANKS, Actress, Public Reader, Teacher, Author of "Banks's 

Recitations with Lesson-Talks/* 
BERTHA L. COLBURN, Teacher, Author of " Graded Physical Exercises." 
ANNA D. COOPER, Teacher, Public Reader, Director of Poses in the Pantomimes, 

"Star-Spangled Banner," and "The Listening Ear of Night." 
ANNA RANDALL-DIEHL, Teacher, Public Reader, Author of "Elocutionary 

Studies " etc. 
GRACE B. FAXON, Teacher, Public Reader, Formerly an Editor of "Werner's 

Ma£!cLzine. " 
HENRY GAINES HAWN, Teacher, Author, President of the National Association of 

Elocutionists. 
ERNEST LEGOUVfe, of the French Academy, Eminent Playwright and Dramatic 

Teacher. 
J. M. D. MEIKLEJOHN, Eminent English Elocutionist. 
SAIDEE V. MILNE, Teacher, Public Reader, Author. 
AMELIA RING MORGEN ROTH, Teacher, Director of Entertainments at Educational 

Alliance. 
E. V. SHERIDAN, Actress, Teacher of Dramatic Art, Author, Playwright. 
HERMANN VEZIN, the Eminent London Teacher of Elocution. 
ELISE WEST, Teacher, Public Reader, Formerly an Editor of "Werner's Magazine." 
CORA W. WHEELER, Teacher, Author, Formerly First Vice-President of the 

National Association of Elocutionists. 

THESE CONTR.IBUTOR.S REPRESENT ALL THE LEADING 

CONTEMPOR.ANEOVS SCHOOLS OR. SYSTEMS OF 

ELOCUTION AND PHYSICAL CULTURE 

Following is a list of selections, which are exhaustively analyzed, and on 
which elaborate lesson-talks are given, by the above-named eminent teachers: 

Little Hugo. 

Order for a Picture.— A. Gary. 

Organist. — A. Lampman. 

Parthenia^ a Hostage (from ** Ingomar "). 

Peggy's Serpulae.— L. C. Austin. 

Pied Piper of Hamelin. — R. Browning. 

Rejected Suitor (from "Ingomar"). 

Rivals.— B. Chandler. 

Savage Conquered (from "Ingomar"). 

Shaker Romance.— C. S. Haight. 

Sheltered.— S. O. Jewett. 

Sioux Chief's Daughter.— J. Miller. 

Soul of the Violin.-M. M. Merrill. 

Study of Fables. — E. Legouve. 

Tom's Little Star.— F. Foster. 

Two Souls with but a Single Thought (from 

"Ingomar"). 
White Lily.— M. L. Wright. 
Wooing Scene from " King Henry V"— W. 

Shakespeare. 



American Flag. — J. R. Drake. 

Bishop and the Caterpillar.— M. £. Manners. 

Brier-Kose. — H. H. Bovesen. 

Captor Captive (from 'Ingomar"). 

Como, — J. Miller. 

Cupe's Courtship. — J. U. Lloyd. 

Dog's Funeral.- S. V. Milne. 

Higher Culture in Dixie.— D. Dix. 

How He Saved St. Michael's. — M. A. P. 

Stansbury. 
How to Prepare a Selection for Public 

Rendering. — C. M. Wheeler. 

JafiFar. — L. Hunt, 
iilius Caesar, Act I., Scene I. — W. Shake- 
h speare. 
King Richard's Dream.- W. Shakespeare. 
Kitty Clive.— F. F. Moort. 
Legend of the Organ-Builder.- J. C. R. Dorr. 
Light on Deadman's Bar.— E. E. Rexford. 
Little Christel.— M. F. Bradley. 



35 SPLENDID LESSONS IN ELOCUTION FOR. $1.25 

Book sent postpaid on receipt of price 



Address the Publlsnerdt 
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REVELS OF THE NAIADS. 

By tzUZABETH A. MIDDLBTON. 

A Unique and Artistic Entertainment. 

fB^)' Jin esthetic Drill 
^■^^"i^ nineVoungCadks 



Time, 20 Minutes. 

Illustrated with 33 large full- 
l^ pa^c group cuts from lite, printed 

< on enameled paper, 

i ^ ' Price, 25 CentSi 

Edgar S. Werner & Co. 

43-45 East I9th Street. 
Now York. 
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